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CARLYLE'S 
LIFE IN LONDON. 



INTRODUCTOEY. 

In Carlyle's Jonmal 1 find written, on the 10th of Octo- 
ber, 1843, the following words : — 

Some one writes about ' notes for a biography ' in a beggarly 

* Spirit of the Age * or other rubbish basket — ^rejected nem. can. 
What hare I to do with their ' Spirits of the Age ' ? To have my 

* life ' surveyed and commented on by all men eren wisely is no 
object with me, but rather the opposite ; how much less to hare it 
done unwisely! The world has no business with my life; the 
world will never know my life, if it should write and read a hun- 
dred biographies of me. The main facts of it even are known, and 
are likely to be known, to myself alone of created men. The 

* goose goddess ' which they call ' Fame ' I Ach QoU I 

And again, December 29, 1848 : — 

Darwin said to Jane the other day, in his quizzing serious man- 
ner, * Who will write Carlyle's life ? ' The word reported to me 
set me thinking how impossible it was, and would for ever remain, 
for any creature to write my ' life.' The chief elements of my lit- 
tle destiny hare all along lain deep below view or surmise, and 
never will or can be known to any son of Adam. I would say to 
my biographer, if any fool undertook such a task, 'Forbear, poor 
fool I Let no life of me be written ; let me and my bewildered 
wrestlings lie buried here and be forgotten swiftly of all the world. 
Vol. III.— 1 



2 CarlyU?8 Life in London. 

If thou write, it will be mere delusion and hallacination. The 
confused world never understood nor will understand me and my 
poor affairs. Not even the persons nearest to me could guess at 
them ; nor was it found indispensaMe ; nor is it now (for any but 
an idle purpose) profitable, were it even possible. Silence, and 
go thy ways elsewhither.* 

Reluctantly, and only when he fonnd that his wishes 
would not and could not be respected, Carlyle requested 
me to undertake the task which he had thus described as 
hopeless ; and placed materials in my hands which would 
make the creation of a true likeness of him, if still diffi- 
cult, yet no longer as impossible as he had declared it to 
be. Higlier confidence was never placed by any man in 
another. I had not sought it, but I did not refuse to ac- 
cept it. 1 felt myself only more strictly bound than men 
in such circumstances usually are, to discharge the duty 
which I was undertaking with tlie fidelity which I knew 
to be expected from me. Had I considered my own com- 
fort or my own interest, I should have sifted out or passed 
lightly over the delicate features in the story. It would 
have been as easy as it would have been agreeable for me 
to construct a picture, with every detail strictly accurate, 
of an almost perfect character. An account so written 
would have been read with immediate pleasure. Carlyle 
would have been admired and applauded, and the biog- 
rapher, if he had not shared in the praise, would at least 
have escaped censure. He would have followed in the 
track marked out for him by a custom which is all but 
universal. When a popular statesman dies, or a popular 
soldier or clergyman, his faults are forgotten, his virtues 
only are remembered in his epitaph. Everyone has some 
frailties, but the merits and not the frailties are what in- 
terest the world ; and with great men of the ordinary kind 
whose names and influence will not survive their own gen- 
leave out the shadow, and record solely what is 
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bright and attractive, is not only permissible, but is a right 
and honourable instinct. The good should be frankly ac- 
knowledged with no churlish qualifications. But the 
pleasure which we feel, and the honour which we seek to 
confer, are avenged, wherever truth is concealed, in the 
case of the exceptional few who are to become historical 
and belong to the immortals. The sharpest scrutiny is 
the condition of enduring fame. Every circumstance 
which can be ascertained about them is eventually dragged 
into light. If blank spaces are left, they are filled by 
rumour or conjecture. When the generation which knew 
them is gone, there is no more tenderness in dealing with 
them ; and if their friends have been indiscreetly reserved, 
idle tales which survive in tradition become stereotyped 
into facts. Thus the characters of many of our greatest 
men, as they stand in history, are left blackened by 
groundless calumnies, or credited with imaginary excel- 
lences, a prey to be torn in pieces by rival critics, with 
clear evidence wanting, and prepossessions fixed on one 
side or the other by dislike or sympathy. 

Had I taken the course which the ^ natural man ' would 
have recommended, I should have given no faithful ac- 
count of Carlyle. I should have created a ' delusion and 
a hallucination ' of the precise kind which he who was the 
truest of men most deprecated and dreaded ; and I should 
have done it not innocently and in ignorance, but with de- 
liberate insincerity, after my attention had been specially 
directed by his own generous openness to the points which 
I should have left unnoticed. I should have been unjust 
first to myself — ^f or I should have failed in what I knew 
to be my duty as a biographer. I should have been unjust 
secondly to the public. Carlyle exerted for many years an 
almost unbounded influence on the mind of educated Eng- 
land. His writings are now spread over the whole Eng- 
lish-speaking world. They are studied with eagerness 
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and oonfidenoe by millions who have looked and look to 
him not for amusement, but for moral guidance, and those 
millions have a right to know what manner of man he 
really was. It may be, and I for one think it will be, 
that when time has levelled accidental distinctions, when 
the perspective has altered, and the foremost %are8 of 
this century are seen in their true proportions, Carlyle will 
tower fxt above all his contemporaries, and will then be 
the one person of them about whom the coming genera- 
tions will care most to be informed. But whether I esti- 
mate his importance rightly or wrongly, he has played a 
part which entitles everyone to demand a complete account 
of his character. He has come forward as a teacher of 
mankind. He has claimed ^ to speak with authority and 
not as the Scribes.' He has denounced as empty illusion 
the most favourite convictions of the age. Ko conceal- 
ment is permissible about a man who could thus take on 
himself the character of a prophet and speak to it in so 
imperious a tone. 

Lastly, I sliould have been unjust to Carlyle himself and 
to everyone wlio believed and has believed in him. To 
have been reticent would have implied that there was 
something to hide, and, taking Carlyle all in all, there 
never was a man — I at least never knew of one — whose 
conduct in life would better bear tlie fiercest light which 
can be tlirown upon it In tlie gra\*e matters of the law 
he walked for oighty-fi\'o years unblemished by a single 
moral spot. There are no * sins of youtli ' to be apologised 
for. In no instance did ho over deviate even for a mo- 
ment from tlie strictest linos of integrity. He had his 
own way to make in life, and when he had chosen his 
profession, he had to do)H'nd on popularity for the bread 
which he was to eat. But althin^th niori^ tlian once he 
"Hthin sight of starvatltui lio would nover do less than 

H never wivto an liUo >n*vmx1» he never 
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wrote or spoke any single sentence which he did not with 
his whole heart believe to be true. Conscious though he 
was that he had talents above those of common men, he 
sought neither rank nor fortune for himself. When he 
became famous and moved as an equal among the great of 
the land, he was content to earn the wages of an artisan, 
and kept to the simple habits in which he had been bred 
in his father's house. He might have had a pension had 
he stooped to ask for it ; but he chose to maintain him- 
self by his own industry, and when a pension was offered 
him it was declined. He despised luxury ; he was thrifty 
and even severe in the economy of his own household ; 
but in the times of his greatest poverty he had always 
something to spare for those who were dear to him. When 
money came at last, and it came only when he was old 
and infirm, he added nothing to his own comforts, but 
was lavishly generous with it to others. Tender-hearted 
and affectionate he was beyond all men whom I have ever 
known. His faults, which in his late remorse he exag- 
gerated, as men of noblest natures are most apt to do, his 
impatience, his irritability, his singular melancholy, which 
made him at times distressing as a companion, were the 
effects of temperament first, and of a peculiarly sensitive 
organisation ; and secondly of absorption in his work and 
of his determination to do that work as well as it could 
possibly be done. Such faults as these were but as the 
vapours which hang about a mountain, inseparable from 
the nature of the man. They have to be told because 
without them his character cannot be understood, and be- 
cause they affected others as well as himself. Bnt they 
do not blemish the essential greatness of his character, and 
when he is fully known he will not be loved or admired 
the less because he had infirmities like the rest of us. 
Carlyle's was not the imperious grandeur which has risen 
superior to weakness and reigns cold and impassive in dis- 
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tant majesty. The fire in bis soul burnt red to the end, 
and sparks flew from it wbicli fell hot on those about him, 
not always pleasant, not always hitting the right spot or 
the right person ; but it was pure fire notwithstanding, fire 
of genuine and noble passion, of genuine love for all that 
was good, and genuine indignation at what was mean or 
base or contemptible. His life was not a happy one, and 
there were features in it for which, as he looked back, he 
bitterly reproached himself. But there are many, per- 
haps the majority of us, who sin deeper every day of their 
lives in these very points in which Carlyle sinned, and 
without Carlyle's excuses, who do not know that they have 
anything to repent of. The more completely it is under- 
stood, the more his character will be seen to answer to his 
intellectual teaching. The one is the countei*part of the 
other. There was no falsehood and there was no conceal- 
ment in him. The same true nature showed itself in his 
life and in his words. He acted as he spoke from his heart, 
and those who have admired his writings will equally 
admire himself when they see him in his actual likeness. 

I, for myself, concluded, though not till after long hesi- 
tation, that there should be no reserve, and therefore I 
have practised none. I have published his own autobio- 
graphical fragments. I have published an account of his 
early years from his Letters and Journals. I have pub- 
lished the Letters and Memorials of his wife which de- 
scribe (from one aspect) his life in London as long as she 
remained with him. I supposed for a time that if to 
these I added my personal recollections of him, my task 
would be sufficiently accomplished ; but I have thought it 
better on longer consideration to complete his biography 
as I began it. He himself quotes a saying of Goethe that 
on the lives of remarkable men ink and paper should least 
be spared. I must leave no materials unused to complete 
the portrait which 1 attempt to draw. 



CHAPTER I. 

A.D. 1834. MT. 39. 

Beginning of life in Cheyne Row — ^First "winter in London — John 
Sterling — Oflfers of employment on the * Times ' not accepted, 
and why — Begins * History of the French Revolution * — Car- 
lyle's interpretation of it — Extracts from Journal — London 
society — Literature as a profession — John Mill — ^The burnt 
manuscript — ^Resolution to continue the book — ^Meets Words- 
worth. 

In the srtoimer of 1834 Carlyle left Craigenputtock and 
its solitary moors and renaoved to London, there to make 
a last experiment whether it would be possible for him to 
abide by literature as a profession, or whether he must 
seek another employment and perhaps another country. 
I have already told how he set up his modest establish- 
ment in Cheyne Kow in the house where he was to re- 
main till he died, lie had some 2001, in money for im- 
mediate necessities ; of distinct prospects he had none at 
all. He had made a reputation by his articles in reviews 
as a man of marked ability. He had been well received 
on his visit to London in 1832, and was an object of ad- 
miring interest to a number of young men who were 
themselves afterwards to become famous, to John Mill, to 
Charles BuUer, to Charles Austin, Sir William Moles- 
worth, and the advanced section of the Philosophic Radi- 
cals, and he doubtless hoped that when he was seen and 
more widely known, some editorship, secretaryship, or an- 
alogous employment might fall in his way, which would 
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enable him to live. Even Brougham and Macanlaj and 
the orthodox Whigs of the * Edinburgh Review,' admitted 
his talents, though they disliked the use which he made 
of them, and would have taken him up and provided for 
him if he would have allowed Jeffrey to put him into 
harness. But harness it was impossible for him to wear, 
even harness as light as was required by booksellers and 
editors. Tbey had wondered at him and tried him, but 
since the appearance of * Sartor ' they had turned their 
backs upon him as hopeless, and had closed in his face the 
door of periodical literature. He was impracticable, un- 
persuadable, unmalleable, as independent and wilful as if 
he were an eldest son and the heir of a peerage. He had 
created no ^ public ' of his own ; the public which existed 
could not understand his writings and would not buy 
them, nor could he be induced so much as to attempt to 
please it ; and thus it was that in Cheyne Row he was 
more neglected than he had been in Scotland. No one 
seemed to want his services, no one applied to him for 
contributions. At the Bullers' house, at the Austins', and 
in a gradually increasing circle, he went into society and 
was stared at as if he were a strange wild animal. His 
conversational powers were extraordinary. His unsparing 
veracity, his singular insight, struck everyone who came 
in contact with him, but were more startling than agree- 
able. He was unobtrusive, but when asked for his opinion 
he gave it in his metaphoric manner, and when contra- 
dicted was contemptuous and overbearing, ' too sarcastic 
for so young a man,' too sarcastic by far for the vanity of 
those whom he mortified. A worse fault was that he re- 
fused to attach himself to any existing sect, either religious 
or political. He abhorred cant in all its forms, and as cant 
in some shape gathers about every organised body of Eng- 
lish opinion, he made many enemies and few friends ; and 
thosp " '^'^ai'ful of the consequences, were shy of con- 
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fessing themselves his disciples. Month after month went 
by, and no opening presented itself of which he was able 
to avail himself. Molesworth founded a ' Radical Re- 
view,' but the management of it was not offered to Car- 
lyle, though he hoped it might be offered. His money 
flowed away, and with the end of it would end also the 
prospect of making a livelihood in London. 

1 said no opening of which he could avail himself, but 
one opening there was which if he had chosen would have 
led him on to fortune, and which any one but Carlyle 
would have grasped at. In the small number of men who 
had studied ' Sartor ' seriously, and liad discovered the 
golden veins in that rugged quartz rock, was John Ster- 
ling, then fresh fi'om Cambridge and newly ordained a 
clergyman, of vehement but most noble nature, who 
though far from agreeing with Carlyle, though shrinking 
from and even hating, so impetuous was he, manj^ of Car- 
lyle's opinions, yet saw also that he was a man like none 
that he had yet fallen in with, a man not only brilliantly 
gifted, but differing from the common run of people in 
this, that he would not lie, that he would not equivocate, 
that he would say always what he actually thought, care- 
less whether he pleased or offended. Such a quality, rare 
always, and especially rare in those who are poor and un- 
friended, could not but recommend the possessor of it to 
the brave and generous Sterling. He introduced Carlyle 
to his father, who was then the guiding genius of the 
'Times ; ' and the great editor of the first periodical of the 
world offered Carlyle work there, of course on the implied 
conditions. When a man enlists in the army, his soul as 
well as his body belongs to his commanding officer. He is 
to be no judge of the cause for which he has to fight. 
His enemies are chosen for him and not by himself. His 
duty is to obey orders and to ask no questions. Carlyle, 
though with poverty at his door, and entire penury visible 
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in the near fntnre, tnmed away from a proposal wliich 
might have tempted men who had less excuse for yielding 
to it. He was already tlie sworn soldier of another chief. 
His allegiance from first to last was to trutJty tmth as it 
presented itself to his own intellect and his own conscience. 
He conld not, would not, advocate what he did not be- 
lieve ; he would not march in the same regiment with 
tliose who did advocate what he disbelieved ; nor would 
he consent to suppress his own convictions when he chose 
to make them known. By this resolution not the * Times ' 
only, but the whole world of party life and party action, 
was necessarily closed against him. Organisation of any 
kind in free communities is only possible where individuals 
will forget their differences in general agreement. Car- 
lyle, as he said himself, was fated to be an Ishmaelite, his 
hand against every man and every man's hand against 
him ; and Ishmaelites, if they are to prosper at all in such 
a society as ours, and escape being trampled under the 
horses' hoofs, require better material sources behind them 
than a fast-slirinking capital of 2002. 

One occupation, and one only, absorbed Carlyle's time 
and thought during these fii*st years of his London life, 
the writing his history of tlie French Revolution. He 
had studied it at Oraigenputtock. He had written as a 
preliminary fligl^t, and as if to try his wings, the exquisite 
sketch of the episode of the Diamond Necklace, which lay 
in his desk still unpublished. He had written round the 
subject, on VoltaiiH), on Didei^ot, and on Oagliostro. The 
wild tornado in which the French monarohy perished had 
fascinated his attention, because it illustrated to him in all 
its features such theory as he had been able to form of the 
laws under which this world is ruled, and he had deter- 
mined to throw it out of himsolf if afturwaixls he was to 
abandon literature for ever. His ndnd had been formed 
kther'f" ' lae upon the OKI Testament and the 
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Presbyterian creed, and, far as lie had wandered and deeply 
as lie had read, the original lesson had remained indelible. 

To the Scotch people and to the Puritan part of the 
English, the Jewish history contained a faithful account 
of the dealings of God with man in all countries and in all 
ages. As long as men kept God's commandments it was 
well with them ; when they forgot God's commandments 
and followed after wealth and enjoyment, the wrath of 
God fell upon them. Commerce, manufactures, intellec- 
tual enlightenment, political liberty, outward pretences of 
religiosity, all that modern nations mean when they speak 
of wealth and progress and improvement, were but Moloch 
or Astarte in a new disguise, and now as then it was im- 
possible to serve God and Baal. In some form or other 
retribution would come, wherever the hearts of men were 
set on material prosperity. 

To this simple creed Carlyle adhered as the central 
principle of all his thoughts. The outward shell of it had 
broken. He had ceased to believe in miracles and super- 
natural interpositions. But to him the natural was the 
supernatural, and the tales of signs and wonders had risen 
out of the efforts of men to realise the deepest of truths to 
themselves. The Jewish histoiy was the symbol of all 
history. All nations in all ages were under the same dis- 
pensation. We did not come into the world with rights 
which we were entitled to claim, but with duties which 
we were ordered to do. Eights men had none, save to be 
governed justly. Duties waited for tliem everywhere. 
Their business was to find what those duties were and 
faithfully fulfil them. So and only so the commonweal 
could prosper, only so would they be working in harmony 
with nature, only so would nature answer them with peace 
and happiness. Of forms of government, 'that which 
was best administered was best.' Any form would answer 
where there was justice between man and man. Consti- 
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tntions, Bills of Rights, and such like were no substitutes 
for justice, and could not further justice, till men were 
themselves just. They must seek jirst Grod's kingdom, 
they must be loyally obedient to the law which was writ- 
ten in tlieir consciences; or tliough miracles had ceased, 
or had never been, there were forces in the universe terri- 
ble as the thunders of Sinai or Assyrian armies, which 
would bring them to their senses or else destroy them. 
The Fi-ench Kevolution was the last and most signal ex- 
ample of ' Grod's revenge.' Tlie world was not made that 
tlie rich might enjoy themselves while the poor toiled and 
suffered. On sucli terms societv itself was not aUowed to 
exist. The film of habit on which it rested would burst 
through, and hunger and fury would rise up and bring to 
judgment the unhappy ones whose business it had been to 
guide and govern, and had not guided and had not gov- 
erned. 

England and Scotland were not yet like France, yet 
doubtless tlieso impi^essions in Carlyle had originated in 
scones which he had himself witnessed. The years which 
had followed the great war had been a time of severe 
Buffering, especially in the North. It had been borne 
on the whole witli silent patience, but tlie fact remained 
that hundreds of thousands of laboui-ers and artisans had 
been out of work and their families starving while bread 
had been made artificially dear by the corn laws ; and tlie 
gentry meanwhile had collected their i*ents and shot their 
grouse and their partridges, with a deep unconsciousness 
that anything else was demanded of them. That such an 
arrangement was not just— that it was entirely contrary, 
for one thing, to what was taught in the religion which 
everyone professed to believe — had early become evident 
to Carlyle, and not to him only, but to those whose opinions 
he most respected. His father, though too wise a man to 
me^"*'" *a active politics, would sternly say that the exist- 
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ing state of things could not last and ought not to last. 
His mother, pious and devout though she was, yet was 
a fiery Radical to the end of her days. Eadicalism lay in 
the blood of the Scotch Oalvinists, a bitter inheritance 
from the Covenanters. Carlyle felt it all to his heart ; 
but he had thought too long and knew too much to believe 
in the dreams of the Kadicals of politics. In them lay 
I'evolution, feasts of reason, and a reign of terror. Goetlie 
had taught him the meaning and the worth of the apos- 
tles of freedom. They might destroy, but they could 
never build again. For the sick body and sick soul of mod- 
ern Europe there was but one remedy, the old remedy of the 
Jewish prophets, repentance and moral amendment. All 
men high and low, wise and unwise, must call back into 
their minds the meaning of the word 'duty ;' must put 
away their cant and hypocrisy, their selfishness and appe- 
tite for pleasure, and speak truth and do justice. Without 
this, all tinkering of the constitution, all growth of wealth, 
though it rained ingots, would avail nothing. 

France was the latest instance of the action of the gen- 
eral law. France of all modern nations had been the great- 
est sinner, and France had been brought to open judgment. 
She had been offered light at the Keformation, she would 
not have it, and it had returned upon her as lightning. 
She had murdered her Oolignys. She had preferred to 
live for pleasure and intellectual enlightenment, with a 
sham for a religion, which she maintained and herself dis- 
believed. The palaces and chateaux had been distin- 
guished by the splendour of dissipation. The poor had 
asked for bread and had been scornfully told to eat grass. 
The Annandale masons in old James Oarlyle's time had 
dined on grass in silence ; the French peasantry had borne 
with the tyranny of their princes and seigneurs, patient as 
long as patience was possible, and submitting as sheep to be 
annually sheared for their masters' pleasure ; but the duty 
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of subjects and the duty of rulers answer one to the other, 
and tlie question, sooner or later inevitable in such cases, 
began to be asked, what this aristocrary, these splendid 
units were, for whom thousands were sacrificed, these no- 
bles who r^arded the earth as their hunting gronnd, 
these priests who di-ew such lavish wages for teaching 
what they knew to be untrue — an ominous enquiry which 
is never made till fact has answered it already. False no- 
bles, false priests, once detected, could not be allowed to 
remain. Unfortunately it did not occur to the French na- 
tion that when the false nobles and the false priests were 
shaken off they would need true nobles and true priests. 
The new ci^eed ix>se, which has since become so popular, 
that everv man can be his own ruler and Ids own teacher. 
The notion that one man was superior to another and had 
a right to lead or govern him was looked upon as a cun- 
ning fiction that had been submitted to for a time by 
credulity. All men were brothers of one family, bom 
with the Si\mo inalienable right to freedom."^ The right 
had only to be acknowledged and respected, and the de- 
nial of it made treason to humanity, and Astrsea would 
then return, and earth would be again a Paradise. This 
was the new Evangel. It was tried, and was tried with 
the guillotine as its minister, but no millennium arrived. 
The first article was false. Men were not equal, but infi 
nitely unequal, and the attempt to build upon an untrue 
hypothesis could end only as all such attempts must end. 
I The lievolution did not mean emancipation from author- 
\ ity, because the authority of the wise and good over fools 
land knaves was the first condition of natural human so- 
• ciety. What it did mean was the bringing great offenders 
to justice, who for generation after generation had pros- 
pered in iniquity. Crown, nobles, prelates, seigneurs, 
they and tlie lies which they had taught and fattened 
on were burnt up as by an eruption from the nether 
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deep, and of them at least the weary world was made 
quit. 

It was thus that Carlyle regarded the great convulsion 
which shook Europe at the close of the last century. He 
\ believed that the fate of France would be the fate of all 
i nations whose hearts were set on material things — who for 
religion were content with decent unrealities, satisfying 
their consciences with outward professions — treating God 
as if he were indeed, in Milton's words, ' a buzzard idol.' 
God would not be mocked. The poor wretches called 
mankind lay in fact under a tremendous dispensation 
which would exact an account of them for their misdoings 
to the smallest fibre. Every folly, every false word, or 
unjust deed was a sin against the universe, of which the 
consequences would remain, though the guilt might be 
purged by repentance. The thought of these things was 
a weight upon his heart, and he could not rest till he was 
delivered of it. England just then was rushing along in 
the enthusiasm of Reform, and the warning was needed. 
His own future was a blank. He had no notion what was 
to become of him, how or where he was to live, on what 
he was to live. His immediate duty was to write down 
Lis convictions on this the greatest of all human problems, 
and ' the history of the French Revolution ' was the shape 
in which these convictions crystallised. 

Let the reader therefore picture Cai'lyle to himself, as 
settled down to this work within a few months after his 
arrival in London. He was now 39 years old, in the prime 
of his intellectual strength. His condition, his feelings, 
his circumstances, and the outward elements of his life are 
noted down in the letters and journals from which I shall 
now make extracts. I will only ask the reader, as I must 
avoid repetition, to glance occasionally into the contempo, 
rary correspondence of Mrs. Carlyle, which will add par- 
ticulars that are omitted in his own. 
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January 1, 1835.— Twelve o'clock has jiist strack, the last hom 
of 1834, the first of a new year. Bells ringing, to me dolefully; a 
wet wind blustering, my wife in bed, very unhappily ill of a foot 
which a puddle of a maid scalded three weeks ago ; I, after a day 
of fruitless toil, reading and re-reading about that V^saillea 6th of 
October stilL It is long since I have written anything here. The 
future looks too black to me, the present too doleful, unfriendly. 
I am too sick at heart, wearied, wasted in body, to complain even 
to myself. My first friend Edward Irving is dead — ^I am friendless 
here or as good as that. My book cannot get on, though I stick to 
it like a burr. Why should I say * Peace, peace,* where there is no 
peace ? May God grant me strength to do, or to endure as right, 
what is appointed me in this now conunenced division of time. 
Let me not despair. Nay, I do not in generaL Enough to-night, 
for I am done. Peace be to my mother, and all my loved ones that 
yet live. Wliat a noisy inanity is this world ! 

February 7. — The first book of the * French Bevolution * is fin- 
ished.^ Soul and body both very sick. Yet I have a kind of sacred 
defiance, troUend das SchicksaL It has become clear to me that I 
have honestly more force and faculty in me than belongs to the most 
I see. Also it was always clear that no honestly exerted force can 
be utterly lost "Were it long years af t«r I am dead, in regions far 
distant from this, under names far different from thine, the seed 
thou sowest trtT/ spring. The great difficulty is to keep oneself in 
right balance, not despondent, not exasperated, defiant, free and 
clear. Oh for faith ! Food and raiment thou hast never lacked 
yet and shall not. 

Nevertheless it is now some three-and-twenty months since I 
have earned one penny by the craft of litemture. Be this recorded 
as a fact and document for the literary history of this time. I have 
been ready to work, I am abler than ever to work, know no fault 
I have committed ; and yet so it stands* To ask able editors to 
employ you will not improve but worsen matters. You are like a 
spinster waiting to be marrieil, I have some serious thoughts of 
quitting this * Periodical ' craft one good time for all. It is not 
synonymous with a life of wisdom. Whon want is approaching, one 
must have done with whims. If literatuiv wiU ^x^fwHo me both bread 
and a stomach to digest bread, then sui^ly tht^ tvunti in K^^^wii^ clear. 
Emerson from America imitea me in tlxo uu^at ^uthu^Mi^Uo t<erms 

> This first book was the oriijiuai firat i'a/wm#, 'rh«» WH'^w\i^^u<j^| >ivM after- 
wards altered. 
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to come thither and lectnre. I thank him, and at least ask ex- 
planatoiy light. Thanks to thrift and my good Scotch wife, we 
can hold ont many months yet. Voyons! Met Badicals, &c., at 
Mrs. Bailer's a week ago. Roebuck Bobespierre was there, au 
acrid* sandy, barren character, dissonant-speaking, dogmatic, triv- 
ial, with a singular eiiasperation ; restlessness as of diseased vanity 
written over his face when you come near it. I do not think him 
even equal to Robespierre, nor is it likely that a game of that sort 
will be played so soon again. Aus dent wird wenig. Sir William 
Molesworth, with the air of a good roystering schoolboy, pleased 
me considerably more. A man of rank can still do this, forget his 
rank wholly, and be the sooner esteemed for having the mind equal 
to doing that. 

February 8, 1835. — ^Vernal weather of all kinds, soft and hard, 
moist western and clear north-eastern, to me most memoi'ative. Old 
days at Mainhill, Hoddam Hill, and earlier, come vividly back full 
of sad beauty which, while passing, they had not. Why is the past ^ 
so beautiful ? The element of fear is withdrawn from it for one / 
thing. That is all safe, while the present and future are all so) 
dangerous. * Moonlight of memory ' — a poetic phi-ase of Richter's. 
Also * The limbs of my buried ones touched cold on my feet.' 
There are yet few days in which I do not meet on the streets some 
face that recalls my sister Margaret's, and reminds me that sJie is 
not suffering, but silent, asleep, in the Ecclefechan kirkyard ; her 
R/e, her self, where God willed. What a miracle is all existence ! 
Last night at Taylor's by myself; I, against my will, the main 
talker ; learned nothing, enjoyed little ; the tribes of Westminster, 
all on the late streets, making their Saturday markets, quite a new 
scene to me. 

February 26, 1835. — ^Went last night, in wet bad weather, to 
Taylor's to meef^^uFfiey), who received me kindly. A lean, grey, 
whiteheaded man of dusky complexion, unexpectedly tall when he 
rises and still leaner then — the shallowest chin, prominent snubbed 
Roman nose, small carelinod brow, huge bush of white grey hair 
on high crown and projecting on all sides, the most vehement pair 
of faint hazol eyes I have ever seen — a well-read, honest, limited 
(strait-laced even) kindly-hearted, most irritable man. We parted 
kindly, with no great purpose on either side, I imagine, to meet 
again. Southey believes in the Church of England. This is nota- 
ble : notable and honourable that he has made such belief serve 
him so well. 

Vol. ITT.— 2 
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Letter from Alick jesteidaT with a postsciipi from mj moiliei; 
Jack also has written to me. Properlj al this time there is nothing 
comfortable to me in mj existence but the getting <m with that 
book and the lore of some beloved cmes mostly fiu> frcmi me. 

AUeui und abgetrauU von aOer Preude ! I repeated this morning. 
Yet then canst write. Write then and complain ol nothing— defy 
all things. The book announced jesterdaj. Woold that I weis 
farther on with it ! I onght to be done whoi Jai^ af^xnnts to ar- 
rire, which I hope he will soon. He is one of mj chief comforts. 
To work at the FHe da Piques. 

* Jack ' and * Alick ' were Carlvle^s two brothers, John 
and Alexander. Alexander, who had been his companion 
at Craigenputtock, was struggling, not very successfully, 
with a farm near Lockerbie. John, who had been so long 
an object of expense and anxiety, was now, thanks to Jef- 
frey, m easy circumstances, living as travelling physician to 
Lady Clare, and with a handsome income which he was 
eager to share with his brother, as his brother had before 
shai'ed with him his own narrow earnings and his moor- 
land home. The contest of generosity was a very pretty 
one. Carlyle could never accept these offers, so indepen- 
dent and pix)ud he was, and yet he repi-oached himself 
sometimes for having denied John so great a pleasure. 
John was the one pei*son from whom he could have ac- 
cepted an obligation, and if thewoi^st came he had i-esolved 
that Jolm should help him. But the occasion had not 
arrived yet, and the brothers continued to ci>ri*espond with 
perfect unreserve and tlie old effusiveness of detail. 

To John Carfyki. 

Chel««i : JtaiuMry 13, 1835. 
Your letters, my dear Jock, are alwi^ a grt^at otnufort to me. 
With yoTir brotherly affection and tnu^htvurttHhuHtti, ^v\ni are one of 
the best possessions I have. Bo cort^du I will nhtm^ if need be. 
It were poor pride to resolve othw*wi«t), ^YiU\ yv>w fUt^no of men 
such " **»''»flc were i>ossiblo. Nay, it Ih to yow only X tnm so much 

My time Auuandalians would bwt in >'iaa afflict 
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themselves with my cares. Other heart there is none in the world 
that would even honestly do that. My friends here admit cheer- 
fully that I am a very heroic man, that must understand the art, 
unknown to them, of living upon nothing. Mill, I think, alone of 
them, would make any great effort to help me. As to heroism 
(bless the mark !), I tLink often of the old rhyme : 

There was a piper had a cow, 

And he had naught to give her ; 
He took his pipes and played a spring. 

And bade the cow consider. 
The cow considered wi' hersel' 

That piping ne^er would fill her ; 
* Gie me a peck o* oaten strae, 

And sell your wind for siller.' 

In a word, my prospects here are not sensibly brightening ; if it 
be not in this, that the longer I live among this people, the deeper 
grows my feeling (not a vain one — a sad one) of natural superiority 
over them ; of being able (were the tools in my hand) to do a hun- 
dred things better than the hundred I see paid for doing them. In 
bright days I say it is impossible, but I must by-and-by strike into 
something. In dark days I say, *and suppose nothing?' My 
sentiment is a kind of sacred defiance of the whole matter. 

In this humour I write my book, without hope of it, except of 
being done with it, properly beginning to as good as feel that liter- 
ature has gone mad in this country, and will not yield food to any 
honest cultivator of it. For example : if this book ever prospers, 
the issue will be applications in mad superabundance from able 
editors to write articles for them (with my heart's blood, as you 
sympathetically say) for perhaps six months — then a total cessa- 
tion. Though I myself were able to write articles for ever, that is 
nothing. They are off after * ant/ new thing,' and you stand won- 
dering alone on the beach. As to * fame ' again, and * distin- 
guished ' men, I declare to thee, Jack, a * distinguished man ' (but 
above all things a distinguished woman) is a character I had rather 
not see ; and * fame ' with such miserable cobwebs as gain it most, 
and are burnt up by it, is heartily worth nothing to me. 

Nay, sometimes, with pious thought, I feel it a mercy that I 
have it not. Who knows whether it would not calcine me too — 
drive me, too, mad ? Literature does not invite me. Sometimes 
I say to myself. Surely, friend, Providence, if ever it did warn, 
warns thee to have done with literature, which will never yield 
thee bread, Dor stomach to digest bread. 
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Mrs. Carlyle adds a postscript : 

My dear Brother, — ^Yonr affectionate letter is the greatest com- 
fort we have had this new year. Otherwise it has been a rather 
detestable one. I said to Carlvle some weeks ago, ' I am resolved 
to make a little fnn this Christmas, for our Christmases for a long 
while back have been so dolefnL' <I shall be particularly de- 
lighted,' said he, * if you can realise any fun.' Well, the next 
morning, at breakfast, my maid poured a quantity of boiling water 
on my foot, in consequence of which, and I think also of improper 
applications, I have been confined to the house five weeks, the 
most of that time indebted to Carlyle for carrying me out of one 
room into another. 

Mrs. wrote me a sentimental effusion on the death of Ed- 
ward Irving, threatening as heretofore to come and see me, but has 
not been yet, nor will not. The only pity is that she will not let 
the matter lie quite dormant. 

There is a Mrs. X. whom I could really love, if it were safe and 
she was willing ; but she is a dangerous-looking woman, and no 
useful relation can spring up between us. In short, my dear doc- 
tor, I am hardly better off for society than at Craig-o-putta : not 
so well off as when you were there walking with me and reading 
Ariosto. 

Hard as ho was working, Carlyle never ceased to look 
about for any kind of employment outside literature. His 
circumstances made it a duty for him to try, vain as every 
effort proved ; and one scheme after another rises and 
fades in liis correspondence. 

To Jchn Carlyle, 

Chelsea : Pebrnary 10, 1835. 
The honest task, which I thank God is honeoforth not so ob- 
scure to me, I will study to do. The talent wliich God has given 
me shall not rust unused. But must booksellers, able editors, and 
the glar * company of suchlike individuals be a new set of middle- 
men between me and my task? I positively do not care that 
period!'* ' re shuts her fist against me in these months, 

'te, p. 243. 
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Let her keep it slint forever^ and go to the devil, which she mostly 
belongs to. The matter had better be bronght to a crisiB. There 
is perhaps a finger of Providence in it. The secret of the whole 
thing is frothy and grounds itself in babbles and nnrealitj. The 
inference seems to be ' Walk oat of this ; ' if even into the knap- 
ping of stones, which is a reality. We will do nothing rashly, bat 
have oar eyes open and stady to do all things fitly. My only new 
scheme, since last letter, is a hypothesis — ^little more yet — aboat 
National Education. The newspapers had an advertisement aboat 
a Glasgow 'Educational Association' which wants a man that 
would found a Normal School, first going over England and into 
Germany to get light on that matter. I wrote to that Glasgow 
Association afar o£^ enquiring who they were, what manner of 
man they expected, testifying myself very friendly to their project^ 
and so forth — no answer as yet. It is likely they will want, as 
Jane says, ' a Chalmers and Welsh ' kind of character, in which 
case Va ben, f dice noUe, If otherwise, and they (almost by mira- 
cle) had the heart, I am the man for them. Perhaps my name is 
so heterodox in that circle, I shall not hear at all. If I stir in any 
public matter, it must be this of national education. Badicalism 
goes on as fast as any sane mortal could wish it, without help of 
mine. Conservatism I cannot attempt to conserve, believing it to 
be a portentous embodied sham, accursed of God, and doomed to 
destruction, as all lies are ; but woe the while if the people are not 
taught ; if not their wisdom, then their brutish folly will incarnate 
itself in the frightfullest reality. 

My grand immediate concern is to get the * French Bevolution ' 
done. I cannot tell what I think of the book. It is certainly better 
some ways than any I have hitherto written ; contains no falsehood, 
singularity, or triviality that I can helx) ; has probably no chance 
of being liked by any existing class of British men. Nevertheless, 
I toil on, searching diligently, doing what I can, in old Samuel's 
faith that 'useful diligence will at last prevail.' Mill is very 
friendly. He is the nearest approach to a real man that I find here 
— nay, as far as negativeness goes, he is that man, but unhappily 
not very satisfactory much farther. It is next to an impossibility 
that a London-bom man should not be a stunted one. Most of 
them, as Hunt, are dwarfed and dislocated into the merest imbe- 
cilities. Mill is a Presbyterian's grandson, or he were that toa 
Glory to John Knox ! Our isle never saw his fellow. 
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Letters seldom went to John without % few words from 
Mrs. Carl jle. She adds : 

DeftTOst of cmted docton» — ^I woTild fun coll » few flowers to 
make tbee a dunt v postaciipt, bat tlie 8oil, alas ! onfy yields diy 
thistles, for I am in ' the pipedaT state,^ as Oarijle has designated 
a state too common with those who are too well famished with 
bile. I went the other djiT, distiacted that I was, to a great modem 

fikshionable hoirible dinner. It was &t Mrs. ^^s. There was 

hoge venison to be eaten, and new sendee of plate to be displayed, 

and Mrs. talked aboat the Acarts^ (Arts), and the great Sir John 

B faToared as with * idears ^ on the Peel administration ; and 

next day my head ached, and I was ready to imprecate the fire of 
heaven on the original inventor of a modem * dinner.' We are go- 
ing to-morrow to Mrs. X.*s, whom I woald like that yoa knew, and 
coald tell me whether to &11 desp^ately in love with or no. 

So Carlyle's first winter in London was passing away. 
His prospects were blank, and the society in which he 
moved gave him no particular pleasure, bnt it was good of 
its kind, and was perhaps more agreeable to him than he 
knew. His money woald hold out till tlie book was done 
at the rate at which it was progressing. Tlie first volnme 
was finished. On tlie whole he was not dissatisfied with 
it. It was tlie best that he conid do, and he was, for him, 
in moderately fair spirits. Bnt the strain was sharp ; his 
* labour-pains ' with his books were always severe. He had 
first to see that the material was pure, with no dross of 
lies in it, and then to fuse it all into white heat before it 
would run into the mouldy and he was in no condition to 
bear any fresh burden. Alas for him, he had a stern task- 
mistress. Providence or destiny (he himself always be- 
lieved in Providence, without reason as he admitted, or 
even against i*eason) meant to try hin\ to the utmost. Xot 
only was all employment closed in his face, save what he 
coidd make for himself, but it was as if something said 
'Even this too you shall not do till wo have proved youi 
mettle to the last.' A catastix>pho was to overtake him, 
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which for a moment fairly broke his spirit, so cmel it 
seemed — for the moment, but for the moment onlj. It 
served in fact to show how admirably, though in little 
things so quemlons and irritable, he could behave under 
real misfortunes. 

John Mill, then his closest and most valuable friend, was 
ardently interested in the growth of the new book. He 
borrowed the manuscript as it was thrown off, that he might 
make notes and suggestions, either for Carlyle's use, or as 
material for an early review. The completed first volume 
was in his hands for this purpose, when one evening, the 
6th of March, 1835, as Carlyle was sitting with his wife, 
* after working all day like a nigger' at the Feast of 
Pikes, a rap was heard at the door, a hurried step came up 
the stairs, and Mill entered deadly pale, and at first unable 
to speak. * Why, Mill,' said Carlyle, * what ails ye, man ? 
What is it ? ' Staggering, and supported by Carlyle's arm, 
Mill gasped out to Mrs. Carlyle to go down and speak to 
some one who was in a carriage in the street. Both 
Carlyle and she thought that a thing which they had 
long feared must have actually happened, and that Mill 
had come to announce it, and to take leave of them. So 
genuine was the alarm that the truth when it came out 
was a relief. Carlyle led his friend to a seat * the very 
picture of desperation.' He then learned in broken sen- 
tences that his manuscript, ^ left out in too careless a man- 
ner after it had been read,' was, ' except four or five bits 
of leaves, irrevocably annihilated.' That was all, nothing 
worse ; but it was ugly news enough, and the uglier the 
more the meaning of it was realised. Carlyle wrote always 
in a highly wrought quasi-automatic condition both of mind 
and nerves. He read till he was full of his subject. His 
notes, when they were done with, were thrown aside and 
destroyed ; and of this unfortunate volume, which he had 
produced as if ^ possessed ' while he was about it, he could 
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remember nothing. Not only were 'the fruits of five 
months of steadfast, occasionally excessive, and always 
sickly and painf nl toil ' gone irretrievably, but the spirit in 
which he had worked seemed to have fled too, not to be 
recalled ; worse than all, his work had been measured cai'e- 
fully against his resources, and the household pui-se might 
now 1^ empty before the loss could be made good. The 
carri:ige and its occupant drove off — and it would have 
been better had Mill gone too after he had told his tale, 
for tlie forlorn pair wished to be alone together in the face 
of such a calamity. But Carlyle, whose first tliought was 
of what Mill must be suffering, made light of it, and talked 
of indifferent tilings, and Mill stayed and talked too — 
stayed, I believe, two hours. At length he left them. 
Mi's, Carlyle told me that the first words her husband ut- 
tered as the door closed were : ' Well, Mill, poor fellow, is 
terribly cut up ; we must endeavour to hide from him how 
very serious Uiis business is to us.' 

He left US (Carlyle writes the next day in his Jonmal) in a re- 
lai^sed state, one of the pitiablest. My dear wife has been very 
kind, and has become dearer to me. The night has been fall of 
emotion, occasionally of sharp pain (something cutting or hard 
grasping me round the heart) occasionally of sweet consolation. I 
dreamt of my father and sister Margaret alive ; yet all defaced 
with the sleepy stagnancy, swollen hebetnde of the grave, and 
again dying as in some strange rude country : a horrid dream, the 
painfullost too when you \\*ake first But on the whole should I 
not thank the Unseen ? For I was not diiven out of composure, 
hai'dly for moments. * Walk humbly with thy Gk)d.' How I longed 
for some psalm or prayer that I could have uttered, that my loved 
ones could have joined me in ! But there was none. Silence had 
to be my language. This morning I have determined so far that I 
c(xi\ still write a book on the French Revolution, and will do it. 
Nay, our money will still suffice. It was my last throw, my whoU 
staked in the monstrosity of this life — for too monstrous, incom- 
prehensible, it has been to me. I will not qnH the game while 
n given mo to try playing. I have written to Fraser to buy 
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me a ' Biographie Universelle ' (a kind of increasing the stake) and 
fresh paper: mean to huddle up the Ftte des Piques and look 
farther what can be attempted. 

Oh, that I had faith ! Oh, that I had ! Then were there noth- 
ing too hard or heavy for me. Cry silently to thy inmost heart to 
God for it. Surely He will give it thee. At all events, it is as if 
my invisible schoolmaster had torn my copybook when I showed 
it, and said, * No, boy ! Thou must write it better.* "What can I, 
sorrowing, do but obey — obey and think it the best? To work 
again ; and, oh ! may God be with me, for this earth is not friendly. 
On in His name ! I was the nearest being happi/ sometimes these 
last few days that I have been for many months. My health is 
not so bad as it once was. I felt myself on firmiah ground as to 
my work, and could forget all else. I will tell John, my mother, 
and Annandale Getreuen, but not till I feel under way again and 
can speak peace to them with the sorrow. To no other, I think, 
will I tell it, or more than allude to it. 

The money part of the injury Mill was able to repair. 
He knew Carlyle's circumstances. He begged, and at 
last passionately entreated, Carlyle not to punish him by 
making him feel that he had occasioned real distress to 
friends whom he so much honoured ; and he enclosed a 
check for 200Z., the smallest sum which he thought that 
he could offer. Carlyle returned it ; but, his financial 
condition requiring that he should lay his pride aside, he 
intimated that he would accept half, as representing the 
wages of five months' labour. To this Mill unwillingly 
consented. He sent a hundred pounds, and, so far as 
money went, Carlyle was in the same position as when he 
began to write. He was not aware till he tried it what 
difficulty he would find in replacing what had been de- 
stroyed ; and he was able to write to his brother of what 
had happened, before he did try again^ as of a thing which 
had ceased to distress him. 

To John Carlyle, 

Chelsea : Marcll 23. 

I am busy with vol. ii., toiling away with the heart of a fi'ce 
Roman. Indeed, I know not how ifc was, I had not felt so clear 
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and independent, snre of myself and of my taak^ for many Icmg 
years. There never in my life had come upon me any other ooct- 
dsni of mnch moment ; bnt this I conld not but feel to be a sore 
one. The thing was lost, and perhaps worse ; for I had not only 
forgotten all the stmctnre of it, bat the spirit it was written in was 
past. Only the general impression seemed to remain, and t^ 
recollection that I was on the whole satisfied with that, and conld 
now hardly hope to eqnal it. Mill, whom I had to comfort and 
speak peace to, remained injndicionsly enongh till almost mid- 
night ; and my poor dame and I had to sit talking of indifferent 
matters, and conld not till then get onr lament fairly uttered. She 
was very good to me, and the thing did not beat ns. That night 
was a hard one ; something from time to time tying me tight^ as 
it were, all round the region of the heart, and strange dreams 
haunting me. However, I was not without good thoughts too, 
that came like healing life into me ; and I got it somewhat reason- 
ably crushed down. I have got back my spirits, and hope I shall 
go on tolerably. I was for writing to you next day after it hap- 
pened, but Jane suggested it would only grieve you till I could 
say it was in the way towards adjustment. 

The image of the schoolboy whose copy had been torn 
up by the master had taken hold of Carlyle, for he re- 
peated it in his letters. It was humble enoufijh and touch- 
ing, yet not without comfort, for it implied that he had a 
master who was interested in his work and meant it to be 
executed properly, and not an outcast orphan for whom 
no one cared. For Mill's sake the misadventui-e was not 
spoken of in London. Carlyle had been idle for a week 
or two till he could muster strength to set to work again, 
and had gone into society as much as he could to distract 
himself. He was a frequent guest at Henry Taylor's, ' a 
good man,' he said, * whoso laugh reminds me of poor Ir- 
ving's.' At Taylor's he had met Southey. Shortly after 
the accident he met Wordsworth at the same house. 

I did not expect much (he said in a letter), but got mostly what 
I expect** "■ ">ld man has a fine shrewdness and naturalness 

"* imberland figure ; one finds also 
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a kind of sinceriiy in his speech. Bnt for prolixity, tliinnp««^ end- 
less dilution, it excels all the other speech I had heard from mor- 
tals. A genuine man, which is much, bat also essentially a small 
gennine man. Nothing perhaps is sadder (of the glad kind) thxm 
the xmbonnded laudation of such a man, sad proof of the rarity of 
such. I fanGj, however, he has fallen into the garrulity of age, 
and is not what he was; also that his environment and rural 
' prophethood has hurt him much. He seems impatient that even 
Shakespeare should be admired. ' So much out of my own pocket' 
The shake of hand he gives you is feckless, ^otisticaL I rather 
fancy he loves nothing in the world so much as one could wish. 
When I compare that man with a great man, alas! he is like 
dwindling into a contemptibility. Jean Paul, for example (neither 
was he great), could have worn him in a fHiger-ring.' 

And again : 

Have seen Wordsworth, an old, very loquacious — ^indeed, quite 
prosing man, with a tint of naturalness, of sincere insight, never- 
theless. He has been much spoiled ; king of his company, unrec- 
ognised, and then adulated. Worth little now. A genuine kind 
of man, but intrinsically and extrinsically a smaU one, let them 
sing or say what they wilL The languid way in which he gives 
you a handful of numb unresponsive fingers is very significant. It 
seems also rather to grieve him that you have any admiration for 
anybody but him. The style in which he, clipping, qualifying, 
and wearisomely questioning without answer, spoke of Bums and 
Shakespeare, finding or guessing that to me he was all too little 
in comparison, was melancholy to hear. No man that I ever met 
has given me less, has disappointed me less. My peace be with 
him, and a happy evening to his, on the whole, respectable Ufa 



w 



CHAPTER n. 

A.D. 1835. MT. 40. 

•The first volnme to be replaced — ^Poverty and depression — John 
Sterling — ^Maurice on the Articles — Sartor — Carlyle's theology 
— Style — Invitation to America — Thoughts of abandoning lit- 
erature — ^Reflections in Hyde Park — Book to be finished — 
London-drawing rooms — First volome rewritten. 

To resolve to rewrite the burnt volume was easier than to 
do it. The ^Fete des Piques'* at which Carlyle had been 
engaged was leisurely finished. He then turned back to 
the death of Louis XV., the most impressive passage in 
the whole book as he eventually finished it, but he fomid 
that it would not prosper with him. 

* The accident had grown tolerable to me/ he says, * sometimes 
almost looked indiftorent. But now when I actually come to try 
if I can repair it, I want of all things humility, faith. It is a sore 
loss I have had, but well taken, I will firmly believe, might be- 
come a gain. The wages part of it does next to nothing for me. 
I might all but as well have gone without wages. However, it 
was only gigmanity* that hinted at that, to which I needed not 
give any ear.* 

"Wages, indeed, could only be useful to enable the work 
to recover itself, but it seemed as if the mirror had been 
broken and the image irrevocably gone. 

Miserable ! (be enters in his notebook on the 10th of April). I 
can in no way get on with this wi'etchod book of mine. For the 
last fortnight, moreover, there seoma to have been a kind of con- 
spiracy of p^'^i'^lft to ask us out, from every one of which expedi- 

uite phraae of Oarl>lo*8, tftken from ThurtoU'a trial 
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tions, were it only to ' tea and no i>arty,' I retnm lamed for the next 
day. My sight, inward as well as outward, is all as if bedimmed. 
I grow desperate, but that profits not. Mrs. Somerville's rout 
the other night, from which I whisked out in about an hour. Mad 
as Bedlam is that whole matter ! 

There was no hope now of the promised snininer holi- 
day when John Carlyle was to come home fi\)m Italy, and 
the ' French Revolution ' was to have been finished, and 
the brothers to have gone to Scotland together and settled 
their future plans in family council. Holidays were not 
now to be thought of, at least till the loss was made good. 
Then, as always when in real trouble, Carlyle faced his 
difficulties like a man. 

To John Carlyle, 

Chelsea : April 10. 

I assure you my health is not bad nor worsening. I am yellow, 
indeed, and thin, and feel that a rest will be very welcome and 
beneficial. Nevertheless, I repeat, my health, though changed, is 
not worse than it was. I can walk further than I used to do. My 
spirits, if never high, are in general quiet. I have more and more 
a kind of hope I shall get well again before my life ends. With 
health and peace for one year, it seems to me often as if I could 
write a better book than any there has been in this country for 
generations. 

If it be God's ordering, I shall get well. If not, I hope I shall 
work on indomitably as I am. Beautiful is that of brave old Voss, 
and often comes in my mind : * As the earth, now in azure sun- 
shine seen of all the stars, now in dark tempests hidden, holds on 
her journey round the sun.* Good also is this that you give me ; 
Lass es um Dick wettern. I really try to do so, and succeed. . . . 
Mill and I settled : he pleaded for 200/. or some intermediate sum. 
But I found we must stick by the rigorous calculation, and I took 
100/. Since then I have seen almost less of Mill than before, nor 
am I sorry at it, till this work he done. There is an express agree- 
ment we are not to mention it till then. I believe I might have 
plenty of work in his ' London Review ' for a time, but pay shall 
not tempt me from the other duty. We shall be provided for one 
way or the other, indei)endently of the devil. Indeed, it often 
stiikes me as strange what an unspeakable composure I have got 
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into about economics and money. It seems to me, I should not 
mind a jot if hard had come to hard, and they had rmgped me out 
of house and hold, and the very shirt off my back. I should say, 
* Be it so ; our course lies elsewhither then.' Forward, my boy ! 
let us go with God, towards what God has chosen us for. Wa 
have struggled on hitherto without taking the devil into partner- 
ship. The time that remains is short ; the eternity is long. My 
little Heldin is ready to share any fortune with me. We will fear 
nothing but falling into the hands of the destroyer. 

The household at Chelsea was never closer drawn to- 
gether than in these times of trial. Mrs. Carlyle adds 
her usual postscript. 

Dearest John, — ^Your letter not only raised our spirits at the 
time, but has kept them raised ever since. Its good influence is 
traceable in the diminished yellow of my husband's face, and the 
accelerated speed of his writing. Bless you for it, and for the 
kind feelings which make you a brother w^ll worth having — a 
man well worth loving. Surely we shall not quarrel any more 
after having ascertained in absence how well we like one another. 
Alas I surely we shall ; for one of us at least is only ' a plain hu- 
man creature,* liable to quarrel and do everything that is unwise. 
But we will do it as little as possible, and be good friends all the 
while at heart. The book is going to be a good book in spite of 
bad fortune, and what is lost is by no means to be looked on as 
wasted. What he faithfully did in it, and also what he magnani- 
mously endured, remains for hira and us, not to be annihilated. 
How we shall enjoy our visit to Scotland when the volume is re- 
done 1 Shall we resume Ariosto where we left bim ? And the 
battledores are here, and more suitable ceilings. Much is more 
suitable. Heaven send you safe ! 

Carlyle was brave ; his Heldin cheering him with word 
and look, his brother strong upon his own feet and heartily 
affectionate. But he needed all that affection could do for 
him. The ' accelerated speed * slackened to slow, and then 
to no motion at all. He sat daily at his desk, but his im- 
agination would not work. Early in May, for the days 
passed hef»' " ^ be lost the count of them, he notes 

i • ^^a ^'^ ' a.d he ever felt more discon* 
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solate, beaten down, and powerless than then ;' as if it 
were * simply impossible that his weariest and miserablest 
of tasks should ever be accomplished.' A man can rewrite 
what he has known ; but he cannot rewrite what he has 
felt. Emotion forcibly recalled is artificial, and, unless 
spontaneous, is hateful. He laboured on * with the feeling 
of a man swimming in a rarer and rarer element.' At 
length there was no element at all. * My will,' he said, 

* is not conquered, but my vacuum of element to swim in 
seems complete.' He locked up his papers, drove the sub- 
ject out of his mind, and sat for a fortnight reading novels, 
English, French, German — anything that came to hand. 

* In this determination,' he thought, * there might be in- 
struction for him.' It was the first of the kind that he 
had ever deliberately formed. He would keep up his 
heart. He would be idle, he would rest. He would try, 
if the word was not a mockery, to enjoy himself. 

In this suspended condition he wrote several letters, one 
particularly to his mother, to relieve her anxieties about 
him. 

To Margaret Garlyle, Scotshrig, 

Chelsea : May Vi^ 1835. 

Yon will learn withont regret tliat I am idling for these ten days. 
My poor work, the dreariest I ever undertook, was getting more 
and more nntoward on me. I began to feel that toil and effort not 
only did not perceptibly advance it, but was even, by disheartening 
and disgusting me, retarding it. A man must not only be able to 
work, but to give over working. I have many times stood dog- 
gedly to work, but this is the first time I ever deliberately laid it 
down without finishing it. It has given me veiy gi-eat trouble, 
this poor book ; and Providence, in the shape of human misman- 
agement, sen*i me the severest check of all. However, I still trust 
to get it written sufficiently, and if thou even cannot write it (as I 
have said to myself in late days), why then be content with that 
too. Gk)d's creation will get along exactly as it should do without 
the writing of it. 

There are other proposals hovering about me, but not worth 
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speaking of yet. The * literary world * here is a thing which 1 
have had no other course left me but to defy in the name of God ; 
man's imagination can fancy few things madder ; but me (if God 
will) it; shall not madden ; I will take a knapping hammer first. 
, Everything is confused here with the everlasting jabber of politics, 
in which I struggle altogether to hold my peace. The Radicals 
have made an enormous advance by the little Tory interregnum ; 
}t is not unlikely the Tories will try it one other time. They would 
even fight if they had anybody to fight for them. Meanwhile 
these poor Melbourne people will be obliged to walk on at a 
quicker pace than formerly (considerably against their will, I be- 
lieve), with the Radical bayonets pricking them behind. And so, 
whether the Tories stay out, or whether they try to come in again, 
it will be all for the advance of Radicalism, which means revolt 
against innumerable things, and (so I construe it) dissolution and 
confusion at no great distance, and a darkness which no man can 
see through. Everybody, Radical and other, tells me that the con- 
dition of the poor people — ^is — improving. My astonishment was 
great at first, but I now look for nothing else than this * improv- 
ing daily.' * Well, gentlemen,' I answered once, * the poor, I think, 
will get up some day, and tell you how improved their condition 
is ! ' It seems to me the vainest jangling, this of the Peels and 
Russells, that ever the peaceful air was beaten into dispeace by. 
But we are used to it from of old. Leave it alone. Permit it 
while God permits it, and so for work and hope elsewhither. 

Another effect of Carlyle's enforced period of idleness 
was that lie saw more of his friends, and of one especially, 
whose interest in himself had first amused and then at- 
tracted him. John Sterling, young, eager, enthusiastic, 
had been caught by the Kadical epidemic on the spiritual 
side. Hating lies as much as Carlyle hated them, and 
plunging like a high-bred colt under the conventional har- 
ness of a clergyman, he believed, nevertheless, as many 
others then believed, that the Christian religion would 
again become the instrument of a great spiritual renova- 
tion. While the Tractarians were reviving medisevalism 
at Oxford, Sterling, Maurice, Julius Hare, and a circle of 
Cambridge liberals were looking to Luther, and through 
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Luther to Neaader and Scbleiennacber, to bring * revela- 
tion ' into harmony with intellect, and restore its ascend- 
ency as a guide into a new era. Coleridge was the high 
priest of this new prospect for humanity. It was a beau- 
tiful hope, though not destined to be realised. Sterling, 
who was gifted beyond the rest, was among the first to see 
how much a movement of this kind must mean, if it 
meant anything at all. He had an instinctive sympathy 
with genius and earnestness wherever he found it In the 
author of * Sartor Resartus ' he discovered these qualities, 
while his contemporaries were blind to them. I have al- 
ready mentioned that he sought Carlyle's acquaintance, 
and procured him the offer of employment on the * Times.' 
His admiration was not diminished when that offer was 
declined. He missed no opportunity of becoming more 
intimate with him, and he hoped that he might himself 
be the instrument of bringing Carlyle to a clearer faith. 
Carlyle, once better instructed in the great Christian veri- 
ties, might become a second and a greater Knox. 

* I have seen,' Carlyle writes in this same May, * a good 
deal of this young clergyman (singular clergyman) during 
these two weeks, a sanguine light-loving man, of whom, 
to me, nothing but good seems likely to come ; to himself 
unluckily a mixture of good and eWl.' Of good and evil 
— for Carlyle, clearer-eyed than his friend, foresaw the 
consequences. Frederick Maurice, Sterling's brother-in- 
law, on the occasion of the agitation about subscription to 
the Thirty-nine Articles, had written a pamphlet extremely 
characteristic of him, to show that subscription was not a 
bondage, as foolish people called it, but a deliverance from 
bondage ; that the Articles properly read were the great 
charter of spiritual liberty and reasonable belief. Ster- 
ling lent the pamphlet to Carlyle, who examined it, re- 
spectfully recognising that *an earnest man's earnest word 
was worth reading ; but,' he said, * my verdict lay in these 
Vol. IIL— 3 
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lines of jingle, which 1 virtuously spared Sterling the sight 
of:— 

Thirty-nine English Articles, 
Ye wondrous little particles. 
Did God shape His universe really by you? 
In that case I swear it, 
And solemnly declare it. 
This logic of Maurice's is true.' * 

Carlyle afterwards came to know Manrice, esteemed 
him, and personally liked him, as all his acquaintance did. 
But the ' verdict ' was unchanged. As a thinker he found 
him confused, wearisome, and ineffectual ; and he thought 
no better of the whole business in which he was engaged. 
An amalgam of ' Christian verities ' and modern critical 
philosophy was, and could be nothing else but, poisonous 
insincerity. This same opinion in respectful language he 
had to convey to Sterling, if he was required to give one. 
But ho never voluntarily introduced such subjects, and 
Sterling's anxiety to improve Carlyle was not limited to 
the circle of theology. Sterling was a cultivated and clas- 
sical scholar ; he was disturbed by Carlyle's style, which 
offended him as it offended the world. This style, which 
has been such a stone of stumbling, originated, he has 
often said to myself, in the old farmhouse at Annandale. 
The humour of it came from his mother. The form was 
his father's common mode of speech, and had been adopted 
by himself for its brevity and emphasis. He was aware 
of its singularity and feai'ed that it might be mistaken for 
affectation, but it was a natural growth, with this merit 
among others, that it is the clearest of stylos. ?^o sentence 
leaves the I'eader in doubt of its meaning. Sterling's ob- 
jections, however, had been vehomont. (^arlylo admitted 
that there was foundation for theuj, but dotVudoil lum- 

self. 
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To John Sterhng. 

Chelaeft : June 4, 1835. 
The objections to phraseology and style have good grounds to 
stand on. Many of them are considerations to which I myself was 
not blind, which there were nnlnckily no means of doing more 
than nodding to as one passed. A man has bnt a certain strength ; 
imperfections cling to him, which if he wait till he have broshed 
off entirely, he will spin for ever on his axis, advancing nowhither. 
Know thy thought — believe it — ^front heaven and earth with it, in 
whatsoever words nature and art have made readiest for thee. If 
one has thoughts not hitherto uttered in English books, I see 
nothing for it but you must use words not found there, must make 
words, with moderation and discretion of course. That I have nob 
always done it so proves only that I was not strong enough, an 
accusation to which I, for one, will never plead not guilty. For 
the rest, pray that I may have more and more strength ! Surely, 
too, as I said, all these coed marks of yours shall be duly considered 
for the first and even for the second time, and help me on my way. 
But finally do you reckon this really a time for purism of style, or 
that style (mere dictionary style) has much to do with the worth 
or unworth of a book ? I do not. With whole ragged battalions of 
Scott's novel Scotch, with Irish, Oerman, French and even news- 
paper Cockney (where literature is little other than a newspaper) 
storming in on us, and the whole structure of our Johnsonian 
English breaking up from its foundations, revolution there is visible 
as everywhere else. 

* The style ! ab, the style ! ' Carlyle notes nevertheless 
in Ills jouraal, as if he was uneasy about it ; for in the 
* French Revolution ' the peculiarities of it were more 
marked than even in * Sartor : ' — 

The poor people seem to think a style can be put off or put on, 
not like a skin but like a coat. Is not a skin verily a product and 
close kinsfellow of all that lies under it, exact type of the nature 
of the beast, not to be plucked off without flaying and death ? The 
Public is an old woman. Let her maunder and mumble. 

Sterling was not satisfied, and again persisted in his re- 
monstrances. Das wird zu lang^ Carlyle said ; ' he made 
the letter into matches ; ' not loving his friend the less for 
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advice which was faithfully given, but knowing in himself 
that he could not and ought not to attend to it. Tlie style 
was and is the akin — an essential part of the living or- 
ganisation. 

But besides the style, Sterling had deeper complaints 
to make. lie insisted on the defects of Carlyle's spiritual 
Ixjlief, being perhaps led on into the subject by the failure 
of Maurice's elofiuence. ' Sartor ' was still the text. It 
had been ridiculed in * Fraser ' when it first appeared. It 
had been republished and admired in America, but in 
England so far it had met with almost entire neglect 
Why should this have been ? It was obviously a remark- 
able book, the most remarkable perhaps which had been 
published for many years. 

Yon ask (said Carlyle) why the leading minds of the conntij 
have given the Clothes philosophy no response ? My good friend, 
not one of them has had the happiness of seeing it ! It issned 
through one of the main cloocas (poor Fraser) of periodical liter- 
ature, where no * leading mind,* I fancy, looks if he can help it. 
The poor book cannot be destroyed by fire or other violence now, 
but solely by the general law of destiny; and /have nothing more 
to do with it henceforth. How it chanced that no bookseller would 
print it, in an ex>och when Satan Montgomery runs, or seems to 
ran, throngh thirteen editions, and the morning papers, on its 
issuing through the cloaca^ sang together in mere discord over such 
a creation — this truly is a question, but a different one. Mean- 
while do not suppose the iK>or book has not been responded to ; 
for the historical fact is, I could show very curious response to it 
here, not ungratifying, and fully thn>o times as much as I counted 
on, or as the wroti^hod fantigo itsolf dt^stUTiHl. 

Sterling, however, hud found another roa^son for the 
comparative failure. 

You say finally (CWlylo gt>oa on), a« tho koy to tho whole mys- 
tery, that TeufolsdnVkh diH>« not Ih»Ho\*«* in a •iH>r«onftl God.* It 
is frankly said, with a friondly h«uo«ty for whioh I low you. A 
grave charge, nevortholesa— an awful oUiU^> io which* if I mis* 
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take not, the Piofessor, laying his hand on his heart, will reply 
with some gesture expressing the soleninest deniaL In gestoie 
rather than in speech, for the Highest cannot be spoken of in words. 
Personal ! Impersonal ! One ! Three ! What meaning can any 
mortal (after all) attach to them in reference to such an object ? 
Wer darf Jhn mjuinkm ? I date not and do not. That yon dare 
and do (to some greater extent) is a matter I am &r from taking 
offence at. Nay, with all sincerity, I can rejoice that yon have a 
creed of that kind which gives yon happy thoughts, nerves you for 
good actions, brings yon into readier communion with many good 
men. My true wish is that such creed may long hold compactly 
together in you, and be ' a covert from the heat, a shelter from 
the storm, as the shadow of a great rock in a weary land.' Well 
is it if we have a printed litany to pray from ; and yet not t/7 if we 
can pray even in silence; for silence too is audible there. Finally 
assure yourself that I am neither Pagan nor Turk, nor circumcised 
Jew; but^^unfortimate^^ristifm resident at C^ielsea 

in this y ftfljT ^f^gggf^ maitwr-Pimihaigi:^ jxor Po&tEeist, noT any 
Thgiatj^Ist jdiatsoever, having the most decided contempt for all 
BQch manner of sysfem-builders or sect-founders — as tan as con- 
temptlnay'bcM^mpatible with so mild, a nature — feeling well be- 
forehand (taughit by long experience) that all such are and ever 
must be wrong. By Grod*s blessing one has got two eyes to look 
with, also a mind capable of knowing, of believing. That is all 
the creed I will at this time insist on. And now may I beg one 
thing : that whenever in my thoughts or your own you fall on any 
doguLi that tends to estrange you from me, pray believe ^lat to be 
falsCi false as Beelzebub, till you get clearer evidence ? 

Tliis is an explicit statement, and no one who knew 
Carlyle or has read his books can doubt the sincerity of it. 
It is true also that while in London he belonged to no 
i-ecognised body of believers, regarding all such as * system- 
mongers ' with whom he could have nothing to do. He 
had attended the Presbyterian church in Annandale, for 
it was the communion in which he was bom. He had 
read the Bible to his household at Craigenputtock. But 
the Kirk in London was not the Kirk in Scotland. He 
made one or two experiments to find something not en- 
tirely unworthy. 
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I tried varioiiB chapels (he said to me) ; I found in each some 
vnlgar illiterate man declaiming abont matters of which he knew 
nothing. I tried the Ghnrch of England. I fonnd there a decent 
educated gentleman reading ont of a book words veiy beaatifol 
which had expressed once the sincere thoughts of pions admirable 
souls. I decidedly preferred the Church of England man, but I 
had to say to him : ' I perceive, sir, that at the bottom jou know 
as little about the matter as the other fellow.' 

Thus, with the Church of England, too, he had not been 
able to connect Iiiinself, and as it was the role of his life not 
only never to profess what he did not believe, but never 
by his actions to soem to believe it, he stayed away and 
went to no place of worship except accidentally. 

Meanwhile the fortnight's idleness expired ; he went to 
work again over his lost volume, but became * so sick ' that 
le still made little progress. Emerson continued to press 
him to move for good and all to America, where he would 
find many friends and a congenial audience for his teach- 
ing ; and more than once he thought of leaving the un- 
lucky thing unwritten and of acting on Emerson's advice. 
He was very weary, and the books with which he tried to 
distract himself had no charm. 

Joumcd. 

May 26, 1835. — ^Went on Simday with Wordsworth's new volume 
to Kensington Gardens ; got through most of it there. A picture 
of a wren's nest, two pictures of such almost all that abides with 
me. A genuine but a small diluted man. No other thing can I 
think of him ; they must sing and they must say whatsoever seems 
good to them. Coleridge's 'Table Talk,' also insignificant for 
most part, a helpless Psyche overspim with Church of England 
cobwebs ; a weak, diflPusive, weltering, ineffectual man. The Nunc 
Bomine's I hear chanted about these two persons had better pro- 
voke no reply from me. What is false in them passes. What is 
true deserves acceptance — speaks at least for a sense on their part. 

The book — th** rxru^x book — can make no progress at all. I sit 
dow^ ' ' feol broken down at the end of a page ; 

Suppose that we did thro\« 
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it by. It is not by paper alone that a man lives. My bodily health 
is actually veiy hsA. To get a little rest and bloom up again ont 
of this wintry obstmction, impotence, and desolation, were the 
first attainment. To-day I am full of dyspepsia, but also of hope. 
The world is not a boneh onse i it is a living homn^ bottar or wnrtr 
D^astaoMjfc wilight ljdim^ eelif)ae4 -^at is the state I sit in at 
prftBATit- ffirignlfirj^fnnj how near my extreme mis^^^i^fo peace, 
almcNBt to some tnmMflnt gTimpHflB of li^ypinesa. It seems to me I 
shall either before long recover myself into life (alas ! I have never 
yet lived) or end it, which alternative is not undesirable to me. I 
am actually learning to take it easier. 

Coleridge's ' Table Talk ' insignificant yet expressive of Cole- 
ridge : a great possibility that has not realised itself. Never did 
I see snch apparatos got ready for thinking, and so little thought. 
He moxmts scaffolding, pulleys, and tackle, gathers all the tools in 
the neighbourhood with labour, with noise, demonstration, pre- 
cept, abuse, and sets — ^three bricks. I do iiot honour the man. I 
pity him (with the opposite of contempt) ; see in him one glorious 
up-struggling ray (as it were) which perished, all but ineffectual, 
in a lax, languid, impotent character. This is ;ny theory of Cole- 
ridge — ^veiy different from that of his admirers here. Nothing, I 
find, confuses me more than the admiration, the kind of man ad- 
mired, I see current here. So measurable these infinite men do 
seem, so unedifying the doxologies chanted to them. Tet in that 
also there is something which I really do try to profit by. The 
man that lives has a real way of living, built on thought of one or 
the other sort. He is a fact. Consider him. Draw knowledge 
from him. 

No work to-day, as of late days or weeks, neither does my con- 
science much reproach me. This is rather curious. Significant of 
what? 

It was significant of a growing misgiving on Carlyle's 
part that he had mistaken his profession, and that as a 
man of lettei-s — as a true and honest man of letters — he 
could not live. Everything was against him. No one 
wanted him; no one believed his report; and even Fate 
itself was now warning him off with menacing finger. 
Still in a lamed condition he writes on June 4 to his 
mother : 
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I have grave donbts about many things connected with this book 
of mine and books in general, for all is in tho uttermost confnsioii 
in that line of business here. But, God be thanked, I have no 
doubt about my course of duty in the world, or that, if I am driven 
I back at one door, I must go on trying at another. There are some 
two or even three outlooks opening on me unconnected with books. 
One of these regards the business of national education which Par- 
liament is now busy upon, in which I mean to try all my strength 
to get something to do, for my conscience greatly approves of the 
work as usef uL Whether I shall succeed herein I cannot with the 
smallest accuracy guess as yet. Another outlook invites my con- 
sideration from America, a project chalked out for passing a winter 
over the water and lecturing there. Something or other we shall 
devise. I shall probably have fixed on nothing till we meet and 
have a smoke together, and get the thing all summered and wintered 
trfilking together freely once more. 

It was a mere chance at this time that the * French 
Revolution ' and literatare with it were not flung aside for 
good and all, and that the Carlyle whom the world knows 
had never been. If Charles BuUer, or Molesworth, or any 
other leading Radical who had seen his worth, had told 
the Government that if they meant to begin in earnest on 
the education of the people, here was the man for them, 
Carlyle would have closed at once with the offer. The 
effort of writing, always great (for he wrote, as his brother 
said, * with his heart's blood' in a state of fevered tension), 
the indifference of the world to his past work, his uncer- 
tain future, his actual poverty, had already burdened him 
\ beyond his strength. He always doubted whether he had 
any special talent for literature. He was conscious of 
possessing considerable powers, but he would have pre- 
ferred at all times to have found a use for them in action. 
And everything was now conspiring to drive him into an- 
other career. If nothing could bo found for him at home, 
America was opening its arms. lie could lecture for a 
season in Xm«r ^ ve sufficient money, and then 

draw f = ' 'Id a new Scotsbriir 
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in the western forest. So tlie possibility presented itself 
to him in this interval of enforced helplessness. He would 
go away and straggle with the stream no more. And yet 
at the bottom of his mind, as he told me, something said 
to him, ' My good fellow, you are not fit for that either.' 
Perhaps he felt that when he was once across the water, 
America would at any rate be a better mother to him than 
England, would find what he was suited for, and would 
not let his faculties be wasted. In writing to his mother 
he made light of his troubles, but his spirit was nearly 
broken. 

To John Carlyle, 

Chelsea : June 15, 1835. 
My poor ill-starred * French Revolution ' is lying as a mass of 
unformed rubbish, fairly laid by under lock and key. About a 
fortnight after writing to you last this was the deliberate desperate 
resolution I came to. My way was getting daily more intolerable, 
more inconsiderable, comparable, as I often say, to a man swim- 
ming in vacuo. There was labour nigh insufferable, but no joy, no 
furtherance. My poor nerves, for long months kept at the stretch, 
felt all too waste, distracted. I flung it oflf by saying, * li I never 
write it, why then it will never be written. Not by ink alone shall 
man live or die.' This is the first time in my life I ever did such 
a thing ; neither do I doubt much but that it was rather wise. It 
goes abreast with much that is coming to a crisis with me. You 
would feel astonished to see with what quietude I have laid down 
my head on its stone pillow in these circumstances, and said to 
Poverty, Dispiritment, Exclusion, Necessity, and the Devil, * Go 
your course, friends ; behold, I lie here and rest.' In fact, with 
all the despair that is round about me, there is not in myself, I do 
think, the least desperation. I feel rather as if, quite possibly, I 
might be about bursting the accursed enchantment that has held 
me, all my weary days, in nameless thraldom, and actually begin^^ ^ 
ning to be alive. There has been much given me to suffer, to ' 
learn from, this last year. That things should come to a crisis is . 
what I wish. Also how true it is. Deux crfflicHons mises ensemble 
peuvent devenir une consolation. On the whole I shall never regret 
coming to London, where if boundless confusion, some elements 
of order have also met me ; above all things, the real faces and 
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lives of my fellow mortals, stnpid or wise, so nnnpeakably instrac- 
live to me.* Fancy me for the preeent reading all manner of silly 
books, and for these late days one pregnant book, Dante's * In- 
ferno ; ' ronning about amongst people and things, looking even of 
a bright sunset on Hyde Park and its glory ; I sitting on the stump 
of an oak, it rolling and curvetting past me on the Serpentine 
drive, really very superb and given gratis. Unspeakable thoughts 
rise out of it. T his, the n, is the last efflorescence .of thcLTreei>f 
JBeing. Hengst and Horsa were bearded, but ye gentlemen have 
got lazors and breeches ; and oh, my fair ones, how are ye changed 
since Boadicea wore her own hair unfrizzled hanging down as low 
as her hips ! The Queen Anne hats and heads have dissolved into 
air, and behold you here and me, prismatic light-streaks on the 
bosom of the sacred night And so it goes on. 

As writing seemed impossible, Carlyle had determined 
to go to Scotland after all. Lady Clare had meant to be 
in England soon after midsummer, bringing John Car- 
lyle with her. John was now the gi*eat man of the fam- 
ily, the man of income, the travelled doctor from Italy, 
the companion of a peeress. His arrival was looked for- 
ward to at Scotsbrig with natural eagerness. Carlyle and 
he were to go down tc^ther and consult with their mother 
about future plans. Mrs. Carlyle would go with them to 
pay a visit to her mother. The journey might be an ex- 
pense, but John was rich, and the fares to Edinburgh by 
steamer were not considerable. In the gloom that hung 
over Chelsea this prospect had been the one streak of sun- 
shine — and unhappily it was all clouded over. Lady Clare 
could not come home after all, and John was obliged to 

1 In the journal under the same date Carlyle says : * Very often of late has 
this stanza of Goethe^ s oomo into my mind. I translated it in the WaticUr- 
jdhre^ but never understood it before : — 

** There in others* looks disooyer 

What thy own life's course has been, 
And thy deeds of years past over 
In thy foUow-men be seen. ** 

It is verily sa I am painfully learning much here, if not by the wisdom ot 
the people, yet by their '^, nay by their stupidity. Learn— live and 

learn.* 



Booh to he Finished, 4S 

remain with liei", though with a promise of leave of ab- 
sence in the autumn. At [Radical Scotsbrig there was m- 
dignation enough at a fine lady's caprices destroying other 
people's pleasures. Carlyle more gently ' could pity the 
lieart that suffered, whether it beat under silk or under 
sackcloth ; ' for Lady Clare's life was not a happy one. 
He collected his energy. To soften his wife's disappoint- 
ment, he invited Mrs. Welsh to come immediately on a 
long visit to Cheyne Row. Like his father he resolved to 
* gar himself ' finish the burnt volume in spite of every- 
thing, and to think no more of Scotland till it was done. 
The sudden change gave him back his strength. 

To Margaret Carlyle^ Scotsbrig. 

Chelsea : June 30, 1835. 

As for onr own share there is need of a new resolution, and we 
have gone far to form ours. Jane thinks that if we are to wait till 
September it will be needless for her to come to Scotland this 
year. She had, in the main, only her mother to see there, and it 
seems the shorter way to send for her mother up hither without 
delay. Jack and I, if he is coming, can go to Scotland by our- 
selves. At lowest, when Mrs. Welsh was returning, I would ac- 
company her, and you would see me at least. I at any rate am to 
fall instantly to wm^k again, having now fiUed up my full measure 
of idleness. That wretched burnt MS. must, if the gae of life re- 
mains in me, be replaced. ' It shall be done, sir,* as the Cockneys 
say. After that the whole world is before me, where to choose 
from. I cannot say I am in the least degree * tining heart ' in 
these perplexities. Nay, I think in general I have not been in so 
good heart these ten years. London and its quackeries and follies 
and confusions does not daunt me. I look on all matters that per- 
tain to it with a kind of silent defiance, confident to the last that 
thfi__iEQr]^. my Maker meant me to do I shsSPvefiry do, let the 
Devil and his servants obstruct as they will. The literary craft, 
as I have often explained to you, seems gone for this generation. 
I do not see how a man that will not take the Devil into partner- 
ship — one of the worst partnerships, if I have any judgment — ^is to 
exist by it henceforth. Well, then, it is gone. Let it go with a 
blessing. We will seek for another occupation. We will seek and 
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find. It is on one's self and what comes of one's own doings that 
all depends. However, I must have this book off my liands. 
Should I even bum it, I will be done with it. 

To John CarlyU, 

Chelsea: July 2. 
I have decided to falling instantly to work again with vigour. 
If I can write that.,* Revolution ' volume, the saddest affair I evei- 
had to maiiage^ I will do it The first wish of my heart is that it 
\ were done in almost any way ; weary, most weary am I of it. 1 
will either write it, or bum it, or . . . . One thing that will 
gratify you is the perceptible increase of health this otherwise so 
scandalous /aW6n^67i (idling) has given me. I am also farther than 
ever from *tining heart.' Nothing definite yet turns up for my 
future life. Yet several things turn more decisively down, which 
is also something ; amongst others literature. I feel well that it 
is a thing I shall never live by here ; moreover, that there are 
many things besides it in God's universe As a last re- 
source, in the dim background rises America, rise the kindest in- 
vitations there. I really could go and open my mouth in Boston 
to that strange audience with considerable audacity ; perhaps it 
were the making of me to learn to speak. I really in some moods 
feel no kind of tendency to whimper or even to gloom. God's 
world, ruled over by the Prince of the Power of the Air, is round 
me, and I have taken my side in it, and know what I mean as well 
as the Prince knows. Fancy me ivorking and not imhappy till I 
hear from you. I find I could get employment and pay, writing 
in the * Times,' but I will have no trade with that. Old Sterling 
amuses me a little ; has eyes ; has had them on men and men's 
ways many years now, a trenchant, clean- washed, military old gen- 
tleman. 

Things after this began to brighten. Mrs. Welsh came 
up to cheer her daughter, whose heart had almost failed 
like her husband's, for she had no fancy for an American 
forest. Carlyle went vigorously to work, and at last suc- 
cessfully. In ten days he had made substantial progress, 
though with ^immense diflSculty' still. ' It was' and re- 
mained the most ungrateful and intolerable task he had 
ever undertaken.' But he felt that he was getting on 
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with it, and recovered bis peace of mind. He even be- 
gan to be interested again in the subject itself, which had 
become for the time entirely distasteful to him, and to 
regret that he could not satisfy himself better in his treat- 
ment of it. Notwithstanding his defence of his stjle to 
Sterling, he wished the skin were less ' rhinoceros-like.' 

JottmdL 

July 15, 1835. — ^Tlie book, I do honestly apprehend, will never 
be worth ahnost anything. What a deliverance, however, merely 
to have done with it ! This is ahnost my only motive now. I do- 
test the task, bat am hounded into it by feelings still more detest- 
able. I am all wrong about it in my way of settins: it forfc>>, ^nf^ 
cannot mend s^ iffiint often I have mistaken my trade. 
Tb&h of style gives me great xmeasiness. So many persons, almost 
everybody that speaks to me, objects to my style as * too full of 
meaning.' Had it no other fault I I seldom read in any dud of a 
book, novel, or the like, where the writing seems to flow along 
like talk (certainly not ' too full *) without a certain pain, a certain 
envy. Ten pages of that were easier than a sentence or paragraph 
of mine ; and yet such is the result. What to do ? To write on 
the best one can^ get the free'st, sincerest possible utterance, taking 
in all guidances towards that, putting aside with best address all 
misguidances. Truly I feel like one that was bursting with mean- 
ing, that had no utterance for it, that would and must get one — a 
most indescribably uneasy feeling, were it not for the hox>e. 

Gradually the story which he was engaged in telling^' 
got possession of him again. The terrible scenes of the . 
Kevolution seized his imagination, haunting him as he | 
walked about the streets. London and its giddy whirl of 
life, that too might become as Paris had been. Ah ! and 
what was it all but a pageant passing from darkness into 
darkness ? 

The world (he said in these weeks) looks often quite spectral to 
me ; sometimes, as in Regent Street the other night (my nerves 
being all shattered), quite hideous, discordant, almost infernal. 1 
had been at Mrs. Austin's, heard Sydney Smith for the first time 
gafbwing, other persons prating, jargoning. To me through these 
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tliin cobwebs Death and Etemitj sate glaring. Coming borne- 
wards along Regent Street, through street-walkers, through — Ach 
Gott I unspeakable pity swallowed up unspeakable abhorrence of 
it and of myself. The moon and the serene nightly sky in Sloane 
Street consoled me a little. Smith, a mass of fat and muscularity, 
with massive Boman nose, piercing hazel eyes, huge cheeks, 
shrewdness and fun, not humor or even wit, seemingly without 
soul altogether. Mrs. Marcet ill-looking, honest, rigorous, com- 
monplace. The rest babble, babble. Woe's me that I in Meshech 
am I To work. 

Drawing-room society to a man engaged in painting the 
flowers of hell whicli had grown elsewhere on a stock of 
the same genus was not likely to be agreeable. Sydney 
Smith especially he never heartily liked, thinking that he 
wanted seriousness. ' Gad, sir, he believes it all,' Sydney 
had been heard to say of Lord John Kussell when speak- 
ing of some grave subject. Amidst such ' spectral ' feel- 
ings the writing of the ' French Revolution ' went on. By 
Aug ust 10 Ca rlyle was within sight of the end of the un- 
fortunate volume which had cost him so dear, and could 
form a notion of what he had done. His wife, an excel- 
cent judge, considered the second version better than the 
first. Carlyle himself thought it worse, but not much 
worse; at any rate he was ^relieved from the load, and 
could look forwai'd to finishing the rest. Sometimes he 
thought the book would produce an effect ; but he had 
hoped the same from ' Sartor,' and he did not choose to 
be sanguine a second time. On September 23 he was 
able to tell his brother that the last line of the volume was 
actually written, that he was entirely exhausted and was 
going to Annandale to recover himself. 

To John Carlyle, 

Chelsea : September 23, 1885. 
By the real blessing and favour of Heaven I got done with that 
unutterable MS. on Monday last, and have wrapped it up there to 
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lie till the other two volnmes be complete. The work does not 
seem to myself to be veiy much worse than it was. It is worse in 
the style of expression, but better compacted in the thought. On 
the whole I feel like a man who had neariy killed himself in ao' , 
complishing zero. What a deliverance ! I shall never without a I 
kind of shudder look back at t he detestnb lp g^ft^'^ ^^ AnnTianfmont \- 
I have worked in for these six months and am now blessedly de^J 
livered from^ The rest of the book shall go on quite like child*s 
play in comparison. Also I do think it will be a queer book, one 
of the queerest published in this century, and can, though it can- 
not be popular, be better than that (ilj Teuf elsdrockh humour, 
no voluntary one, of looking through the clothes, finds singu- 
lar scope in this subject. Remarkable also is the *■ still death- 
defiance * I have settled into, equivalent to liie most absolute sov- 
ereignty conceivable by the mind. I say ' still death-defiance,' 
yet it is not xmblended with a great ^le of hope unquenchable, 
which glows up silent, steady, brighter and brighter. My one 
thought is to be done with this book. Innumerable things point 
all that way. My whole destiny seems as if it lost itself in chaos 
there (for my money also gets done then) — in chaos which I am to 
recreate, or perish miserably — an arrangement which I really re- 
gard as blessed comparatively. So I sit here and write, composed 
in mood, responsible to no man and no thing ; only to Gk)d and 
my own conscience, with pnbUshers, reviewers, hawkers, bill- 
stickers indeed on the earth around me, but with the stars and the 
azure eternity above me in the heavens. Let us be thankful On 
the whole I am rather stupid ; or rather I am not stupid, for I feel 
a .fierce glare of insight in me into many things. Not stupid, but 
I have no sleight of hand, a raw untrained savage — for every trained 
civilised man has that sleight, and is a bred workman by having 
it, the bricklayer with his trowel, the painter with his brush, the 
writer with his -pen. The result of the whole is * one must just do 
the best he can for a living, boy,' or, in my mother's phrase, 
'Never tine heart,' or get provoked heart, which is likewise a 
danger. 

The journal adds : — 

On Monday last, about four o'clock on a wet day, I finished that 
MS. I ought to feel thankful to Heaven, but scarcely do suffi- 
ciently. The thin^ ip-itsell-ia_?tQ thing. Nevertheless, the getting 
done with it was all in all. I could do no other or better. The 
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book, it is to be hoped, will now go on with some impetus. It is 
.^/ not endiOBled ^work, but iair daylight aboveboard work, though 
hiufd^work, and with iTpbor workman. I am now for Scotland, to 
rest myself and see my mother. What a year this has been ! I 
have suffered much, but also lived much. Courage! hat firmly 
set on head, foot firmly planted. Fgr nothing^but fear. I fancy 
I shall go in an Edinburgh Bmack ; not the worst wb^ and the 
cheapest though slowest. 



CHAPTER m. 

A.D. 1835—6. MH. 40—41. 

Visit to Scotland — Hard conditions of life — Scotsbrig — ^Betnm to 
London — ^Effort of faith — Letter from his mother — Schemes 
for employment — Offer from Basil Montagu — ^Polar bears — 
Straggles with the book — ^Visit from John Carlyle — ^Despond- 
ency — Money anxieties — ^Mrs. Carlyle in Scotland — ^Letters to 
her — * Diamond Necklace ' printed — * French Bevolntion * fin- 
ished. 

In the first week in October Carlyle started for his old 
home, not in a smack, though he had so purposed, but in 
a steamer to Newcastle, whence there was easy access, 
though railways as yet were not, to Carlisle and Annan- 
dale. His letters and diary give no bright pictuie of his 
first year's experience in London, and fate had dealt 
hardly with him ; but lie had gained much notwithstand- 
ing. His strong personality had drawn attention wherever 
he had been seen. He had been invited with his wife 
into cultivated circles, literary and political. The Ster- 
lings were not tlie only new friends whom they had made. 
Their poverty was unconcealed ; there was no sham in 
either of the Carlyles, and there were many persons anx- 
ious to help them in any form in which help could be 
accepted. Presents of all kinds, hampers of wine, and 
suchlike poured in npon them. Carlyle did not speak of 
these things. He did not feel them less than other peo- 
ple, but he was chary of polite expressions which are so 
often but half sincere, and he often seemed indifFerent or 
ungi'acious when at heart he was warmly grateful. Mrs. 
VoT,. m.— 4 
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Carl} le, when disappointed of her trip to Scotland, had 
been carried o£F into the conntry by the Sterlings for a 
week or two. In August Mrs. Welsh came, and stayed on 
while Carlvle was away. She was a gifted woman, a little 
too sentimental for her sarcastic daughter, and trouble* 
some with her caprices. They loved each other dearly 
and even passionately. They quarrelled daily and made 
it up again. Mrs. Carlvle, like her husband, was not 
easy to live with. But on the whole they were happy to 
be together again after so long a separation. They had 
fi'iends of their own who gathered about them in Carlyle's 
absence. Mrs. Carlvle occupied herself in learning Ital- 
ian, painting and aiTanging the rooms, negotiating a sofa 
out of her scanty allowance, preparing a pleasant surprise 
when he should come back to his work. He on his part 
was not left to chew his own reflections. He was to pro- 
vide the winter stock of bacon and hams and potatoes and 
meal at Scotsbrig. He was to find a Scotch lass for a ser- 
vant and bring her back with him. He was to dispose of 
the rest of the Craigenputtock stock which had been left 
unsold, all excellent antidotes against spectral visions. He 
had his old Annandale relations to see again, in whose 
fortunes he was eagerly interested, and to write long sto- 
ries about them to his brother John. In such occupation, 
varied with daily talks and smokes with his mother, and 
in feeding himself into health on milk or porridge, Carlyle 
passed his holiday. He walked far and fast among the 
hills, with an understanding of then* charm as keen as an 
artist's, though art he affected to disdain. 

I am sometimes sad enough (ho told his hix>ther), but that, too, 
is profitable. I have moments of inexpressible beauty, like auro- 
ral gleams on a sky all dark. My book aeenxs despicable ; how- 
ever I will write it. After that there remainn fm* m©— on the whole 
exactly what God has appointed, therefore let ua t^ke it thank- 
fully- ' 
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One characteristic letter to his wife remains, written 
from Scotsbrig on this visit. It was in reply to her pretty 
Anglo-Italian epistle of October 26.* 

To Jane Welsh Garlyle, 

Scotsbrig : November 2, 1835. 
All people say, and, what is more to the purpose, I myself rather 
feel, that my health is greatly improved since I got hither. Alas ! 
the state of wreckage I was lu, fretted, as thou sayest, to fiddle- 
strings, was enormous. Even yet, after a month's idleness and 
much recovery, I feel it all so well. SilencfiJor-ajsolar-yeap 5 this, 
were. Jt^possiblOj. would be .my blessedness. All is so black, con- 
fused, about me, streaked with splendour too as of heaven ; and I 
the most helpless of mortals in the middle of it. I could say with 
Job of old, • Have pity upon me, have pity upon me, O my friends.' 
And thou, my poor Goody, depending on cheerful looks of mine 
tor thy cheerfulness ! For God's sake do not, or do so as little as 
possible. How I love thee, what I think of thee, it is not prob- 
able that thou or any mortal will know. yBui cheerful looks, when 
the heart feels slowly dying in floods of confusion and obstruction, 
are not the thing I have to give. Courage, however — courage to 
the last ! One thing in the middle of this chaos I can more and 
more determine to adhere to — it is now almost my sole rule of life 
— to clear myself of cants and formulas as of poisonous Nessus 
shirts ; to strip them off me, by what name soever called^-and-fol- \ 
low, were it down to Hades, what I myself Jaiow and «e6^ Pray 
God onlythat sight Tie given me, freedom of eyes to see with. I 
fear nothing then, nay, hope infinite things. It is a great misery 
for a man to He, even unconsciously, even to himself. Also I feel 
at this time as if I should never laugh more, or rather say never 
sniff and whiffle smd pretend to laugh more. The despicable titter 

of a * ,' for example, seems to me quite criminally small. Life 

is no frivolity, or hypothetical coquetry or whifflery. It is a great 
'world of tmth,' that we are alive, that I am alive ; that I saw the 
* Sweet Milk well ' yesterday, flowing for the last four thousand 
years, from its three sources on the hill side, the origin of Middle- 
bie Bum, and noted the little dell it had hollowed out all the way, 
and the huts of Adam's posterity built sluttishly along its course, 
and a sun shining overhead ninety millions of miles off, and eter« 

1 Letters and Memorials^ vol. i. p. 30. 
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nitj all round, and life a vision, dream and yet fact woven with 
nproar in the loom of time. Withal it shonld be said that my bil- 
iousness is considerable to-day ; that I am not so unhappy as I 
talk, nay, perhaps rather happy ; in one word, that my mother in- 
dulged me this morning in a cup of ! I am actually very con- 
siderably better than when we parted. 

The sheet is all but done, and no word of thanks for your fine 
Italian-English letter, which I read three times actually and did 
not bum. It is the best news to me that you are getting better ; thai 
you feel cheerful, as your writing indicated. My poor Goody ! it 
seems as if she could so easily be happy ; and the easy means are 
so seldom there. Let us take it bravely, honestly. It will not 
break us both. What you say of the sofa is interesting, more than 
I like to confess. May it be good for us ! I feel as if an immeas- 
urable everlasting sofa was precisely the thing I wanted even 
now. Oh dear ! I wish I was there, on the simple greatness of 
that one, such as it is, and Goody might be as near as she liked. 
Hadere nicht mit deiner Mutter, Liebste. Trage, trage; es trird bald 
enden,^ 

God bless thee, my poor little darling. I think we shall be 
happier some time, and oh, how happy if God will ! 

Your ever affectionate 

T. Gablyus. 

The holiday lasted but four weeks, and Carlyle was 
again at his work at Chelsea. He was still restless, of 
course, with so heavy a load upon him : but he did his 
best to be cheerful under it Iler chief resources were tlie 
Sterlings and the Italian lessons, and as long as she was 
well in health her spirits did not fail. Him, too, the Ster- 
lings' friendship helped much to encourage ; but he was 
absorbed in his writing and could think of little else. To 
his brother John he was regular in his accounts of him- 
self, and complained as little as could be expected. 

I could live very patiently (he said) amid this circle of London 
people. They ai*e greatly the best people I ever walked with. 
One is freer than anywhere else in the wwld, ostoomod without 

» Quarrel not w^*^' mother, dcavest n.> ivait»i\t ; Iw patient. It will 

■oon eDf^ 
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being questioned, more at home than one has been. I will stay 
here and try it out to the last ; but indeed mj soul is like to grow 
quite sick, and I feel as if no resting-place waited me on this side 
the Great Ocean. It is a petulant, weak thought ; neither do I 
long to die till I have done mj task. I think, however, I will quit 
literature. 

Journal, 

December 23, 1835. — To write of the conditions, external and es- 
pecially internal, in which I live at present, is impossible for me ; 
unprofitable were it possible. Bad bodily health added to all the 
rest makes the ungainliest result of it, frightful, drawing towards 
what consummation ? Silence is better. Be silent, be calm, at 
least not mad. On the 4th of this month, not without remember- 
ing and bitterly considering, I completed my fortieth year. Spir- 
itual strength, as I feel, still grows in me. All other things, out- 
ward fortune, business among men, go on crumbling and decay- 
ing. Cest tgal. Providence again is leading me through dark, 
burning, hideous ways towards new heights and developments. 
Nothing, or almost nothing, ia .certain to, jne,^ except theDisdne 
Infernal character of this universe I live in, worthy of horror, 
worthy of worship. So much, and what I can infer from that. 

Nothing came of the national education sclierae. Car- 
lyle was not a person to push himself into notice. Either 
Buller and his other friends did not exert themselves for 
him, or they tided and failed ; governments, in fact, do 
not look out for servants among men wlio are speculating 
about the nature of the universe. Then as always the 
doors leading into regular employment remained closed. 
From his mother as far as possible he concealed his anxi- 
eties. But she knew him too well to be deceived. She, 
too, was heavy at heart for her idolised son, less on account 
of his uncertain prospects than for the want of faith, as 
she considered it, wliich was the real cause of his trouble. 
lie told her always that essentially he thought as she did, 
but she could hardly believe it ; and though she no longer 
argued or remonstrated, yet she dwelt in her letters to 
him, in her own simple way, on the sources of her own 
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cousolation. She was inteuselj interested in his work. 
She was identifying herself with the pix)gress of it by 
making him a new dressing-gown which was to be his 
when the book was linished. Yet what was it all com- 
pared with the one thing needful ( One of her letters to 
him— one out of many — may be inserted here as a speci- 
men of what this noble woman really was. 

Margaret Carlyle to Thomas Carb/le, 

Sootfibrig : December 15, 1835. 
Dear Son, — I need not say how glad I was to see your hand once 
more. It had been lying at the post-office for some time, I think, 
for I had got the Annan ones the day before, which, I think, mnst 
have been sent later than it. They were aU thrice welcome. I 
am glad to hear yon are getting on with yonr book, in spite of all 
the difficulties you have had to struggle with, which have been 
many. I need not say, for you know already, I wish it a happy 
and a long life. Keep a good heart. May God give us all grace 
to stay our hearts on Him who has said in His word, * He will 
keep them in perfect peace, whose minds are stayed on Him, be- 
cause they trust in Him.* 

Wait on the Lord and be thou strong, 

And He shall strength afford 
Unto thy heart : yea^ do thou wait, 

I say, upon the Lord. 
What time my heart is overwhelmed 

And in perplexity, 
Do Thou me lead unto the Rook 

That higher is than L 

Let US not be careful what the world thinks of us, if we can say 
with a good conscience with Toplady : 

Careless, myself a dying man. 

Of dying men's esteem ; 
Happy, oh Lord, if Thou approve, 

Though all beside condemn. 

You will say * I know all these things/ But they are sooner said 
than done. Be of courage, my dear son, aiul acH>k God for your 
guide. 

I was glad to hear of John having got to Hiwu>, Ho has had 
manv fellow I When you wdtt>, will you thank 
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him for his letter he sent me ? I was got rather tmeasy about 
him. I think there are none that has got so mnoh cause of thank- 
f uhiess as L We are all going on the old way, but it has been 
such a year as I do not remember for bad weather. It has grown 
worse and worse. Nevertheless it is better than we deserve, for 
we are froward children, a sinful generation. God be merciful to 
us sinners. He has never dealt with us as we deserve. I have 
been full well all this winter, till I got a face cold and toothache. 
It is better now, almost gone. I keep good fires and am very dry 
and comfortable. 

Give my love to your Gk)ody. I am glad to hear she is rather 
better. I will be glad to see you both here to rest a while when 
the fight is over. There perhaps never was a greater scrawl. 
Wink at it. God bless you, my dear children. 

Your affectionate Mother, 

Mabgabet a. Oabltle. 

Another shorter letter followed, to which and to this 
one Carlyle answered. 

I got your three words, mother, and was right glad of them in 
the absence of more. I assure you I will be ' canny ' — nay I must, 
for a little overwork hurts me, and is found on the morrow to be 
quite the contrary of gain. I have many a rebellious, trouble- 
some thought in me, proceeding not a little from ill health of 
body. But I deal with them as I best can, and get them kicked 
out. PrideJ- pride I ■aaJL.often say. It lies deep in me, and. must 
be beaten out witk^Miy stripes. The young clergyman, John 
Sterling [did he wish innocently to please his mother by the cleri- 
cal character of his friend?], comes very much about me, and 
proves by far the lovablest man I have met for many a year. His 
speech always enlivens me and shortens the long walks we some- 
times take. 

It was very diffienlt for Carlyle (as he told me) to speak 
with or write to his mother directly abont religion. She 
quieted her anxieties as well as she could by recognising 
the deep unquestionable piety of her son's nature. It was 
on the worldly side, after all, that there was real cause for 
alarm. The little stock of money would be gone now in 
a few months ; and then what was to be done ? America 
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seemed the only resource. Yet to allow such a man to 
expatriate himself — a man, too, who would be contented 
with the barest necessaries of life — because in England he 
could not live, would be a shame and a scandal ; and va- 
rious schemes for keeping him were talked over among 
his friends. The difficulty was that he was himself so 
stubborn and impracticable. lie wo uld not write in the 
*' Times^j' because the ' Times ' was committed to a great 
political party_^ajiii Carlylewould have notlnngTo" do witli 
parties. Shortly after he cauie back from Scotland, he 
was offered the editorship of a newspaper at Lichfield. 
This was unacceptable for the same reason; and if he 
could have himself consented, his wife would not. She 
could never persuade herself that lier husband would fail 
to rise to greatness on his own lines, or allow him to take 
an inferior situation. In mentioning this Lichfield pro- 
posal to his brother John, she said : — 

I declare to you, my dear brother, I can never get myself worked 
Tip into proper anxiety about how soul and body are to be kept to- 
gether. The idea of starvation cannot somehow ever be brought 
home to my bosom. I have always a sort of lurking assurance 
that if one's bread ceases it will be possible to live on pie-crust. 
Besides, whose bread ever does entirely cease who has brains and 
fingers to bake it, unless indeed he be given over to Salthound * 
in the shape of strong liquors, which is not my case happily ? 

A more singular proposition reached Carlyle from an- 
other quarter, kindly meant perhaps, but set f oi'wai'd with 
an air of patronage which the humblest of men would 
have resented unless at the last extremity ; and humility 
was certainly not one of Carlyle's qualities. The Basil 
Montagus had been among the first friends to whom he 
had been introduced by Irving when he came to London in 
1824. Great things had been then expected of him on 
L-ving's report. Mrs. Montagu had interested herself 

* Carlylean name for Satan. 



Projected Emjiloymefits, 57 

deeply in all liis concerns. She had been initiated into tlie 
romance of Jane Welsh's earlv life, and it was bv her in- 
terferenoe (which liad never been wholly forgiven) that 
her marriage with Carlyle had been pi*ccipitated. For 
some years a correspondence had been kept up, somewhat 
inflated on Mrs. Montagu's side, but showing real kind- 
ness and a real wish to be of use. The acquaintance had 
continued after the Carlyles settled in Chelsea, but Mrs. 
Montagu's advances had not been very warmly received, 
and were suspected, perhaps unjustly, of not being com- 
pletely sincere. The sympathetic letter which she had 
ventured to write to Mrs. Carlyle on Irving's death had 
been received rather with resentment than satisfaction. 
Still the Montagus remained in the circle of Carlyle's 
friends. Tliey were awai-e of his circumstances, and were 
anxious to help him if they knew how lo set about it. 
It was with some pleasure, and perhaps with sonic re- 
morse at the doubts whicli lie had entertained of the sin- 
cerity of their i*egai-d, that Carlyle learned that Basil 
Montagu had a situation in view for him which, if ho 
liked it, he might have — a situation, he was told, which 
would secure him a sufficient income, and would leave 
him time besides for his own writing. -Tiie particulars 
were reserved to be explained at a personal interview. 
Carlyle had been so eager, chiefly for his wife's sake, to 
find something to hold on to, that he would not let the 
smallest plank drift by without examining it. He had a 
vague misgiving, but he blamed himself for his distrust. 
The interview took place, and the contempt with which 
he describes Mr. Montagu's proposition is actually savage. 

To John Carlijle, 

Chelsea: January 26, 183a 
Basil Montagu had a life benefaction all cnt out and dried for 
me — ^No : it depended on the measure of gratitude whether it was 
to be ready for me or for another. A clerkship under him at the 
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rate of 3fX)L • veir, irlierebj ■ mma lecturing ako in mechaiiici^ 
institntea in the evening, mad doing etoetei>B, miglit live. I lis- 
tened with grave fii.ed ejes to the sovereign of qnacks, aa ha 
mewed ont all the fine sentiiaentalities he had staffed into this 
beggarl; account of emptv boxes — for which too I had been aent 
trotting manj miles of pavement, thongfa I knew from the begin- 
ning it conld be only moonshine — and, with grave thanks for this 
poteutiahtj of a cleilship, took mv leave that night ; and next 
morning, all still in the i>otential mood, sent mj indicative thtee- 
peimj. Mj wish and expectation partlv is that Hontagndom gen- 
eiallj would be kiud enough to keep its own side of the pavement 
Not vety expressible is the kind of feeling the whole thing now 
laises in me — madness varnished over by lies which joa see thiongh 
and thiongh. One other thing I conld not bnt remark— the/a if A 
of Montagu wishing me for his clerk ; thinking the polar bear, re- 
daced to a statu of dyspeptic dejection, might safely be trusted 
tending rabbits. Greater faith I have not fonnd in Israel. Let ns 
leave these people. They shall hardlj again cost me even an ex- 
change of threepcnnios. 

Tlie ' polar bear,' it might liave occurred to Carljle, is 
a difficult beast to find accommodation for. People do 
not eagerly open tlieir doors to such an inmate. Basil 
Montagu, doubtless, was not a wise man, and was anawsi'e 
of the relative valtios of himself and the person that he 
thought of for a clerk. But, after all, eitnations saited 
for polar bears aro not easily found outside the Zoological 
Gardens. It was not Btitsil Montagu's fanlt that he was 
not a person of superior quality, lie knew that Carlyle 
was looking anxiously for employment with a fixed salary, 
and a clerkship in hia office liad, in his eyes, nothing de- 
grading in it. Except in a country like Prussia, where a 
discerning government is on tlie look-out always for men 
of superior intellect, and knows what to do with them, the 
most gifted genius must hecln upon the lowest step of the 
ladder. Thu piwi^|HH^Ourse :ui iiU^urd one, and 
the scor[i willi -^g^^^^^^glii^Q^jn^ t>nly too natural; 
but this ttniiill J 
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at this time to do anything for Carljle except what was 
actoallj done, to leave him to climb the precipices of life 
by his own unassisted strength. 

Thus, throughout this year 1836, he remained fixed at 
his work in Cheyne Eow. He wrote all the morning. In 
the afternoon he walked, sometimes with Mill or Sterling, 
more often alone, making his own reflections. One even- 
ing in January, he writes : - 

I thought to-day up at Hyde Park Comer, seeing all the car- 
nages dash hither and thither, and so many human bipeds cheerily 
hurrying along, ' There you go, brothers, in your gilt carriages and 
prosperities, better or worse, and make an extreme bother and 
confusion, the devU veiy largely in it. And I too, by the blessing 
of the Maker of me, I too am authorized and equipped by Heaven's 
Act of Parliament to do that small secret somewhat, and will do it 
without any consultation of yours. Let us be brothers, therefore, 
or at worst silent peaceable neighbours, and each go his own 
way.' 



Carlyle was radical enough in the sense that he had no 
respect for the gilt carriages, and knew whither they were 
probably rolling, but he had neither purpose nor wish to 
be a revolutionary agitator, knowing that revolution meant ;| 
only letting the devil loose, whom it was man's duty 
to keep bound. Mrs. Carlyle was confined through the 
winter and spring with a dangerous cough. He himself, 
though he complained, was fairly well ; nothing was es- 
sentially tlie matter, but he slept badly from overwork, 
* gaeing stavering aboot the hoose at night,' as the Scotch 
maid said, restless alike in mind and body. When he 
paused from his book to write a letter or a note in his 
journal, it was to discover a state of nerves irritated by 
the contrast between his actual performance and the sense 
of what he was trying to accomplish. The ease which he 
expected when the lost volume was recovered had not 
been found. The toil was severe as ever. 
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JoumaL 

March 22, 1836. — Month after month passes without any notice 
here. In some four days I expect to be done with the chapter 
called ' Legislatiye.' It has been a long and sorry task. My 
health, very considerably worse than nsnal, held me painfully 
back. The work, it oftenest seems to me, will never be worth a 
rush, yet I am writing it, as they say, with my heart's blood. The 
sorrow and chagrin I suffer is very great. Physical pain is bad — 
dispiritment, gloomy silence of rebellion against myself and all 
the arrangements of my existence is worse. I shudder sometimes 
at the abysses I discern in myself, the acrid hunger, the shivering 
sensitiveness, the wickedness (and yet can I say at this moment 
that I think myself rightly iDicked?) Confusion clings to a 
man. 

There is something edifying, however, in the })erf ectly composed 
peace of mind with which I have renounced one province of my 
interests and given it up to Fortune to do her own will with it : 
the economical province. Our money runs fast away daily. It 
will be about done at the time this book is done ; and then — my 
destiny, as it were, ends. I seem not to care a straw for that ; 
nay, rather to like it, if anything, as implying the end of much 
else that is growing insupportable. Some vague outlook, which I 
half know to be inane, oi^ens in my imagination to America, or 
some western woods and solitude, far from the fret and confusion 
of these places ; rest anywhere ; and yet I still do not want gener- 
ally to rest in the grave. All fame, and so forth, seems the 
wretchedest mockery. It sometimes appears possible that it may 
come my way too — for I do not hide from myself that I am above 
hundreds that have it. But even in that case I say honestly Wozu f 
one dies soon — soon — and his fame ! Sav it lived three centuries 
after him ! I do pray to God to be guided into some more solid 
anchor ground, and to leave that as a restless quicksand — mud — 
which has swallowed up so many, to welter according to its own 
will. Also, it many times strikes me, Being in ill-health and so 
miserable, art thou not of a surety wrong ? Why not quit liter- 
ature — with a vengeance to it — and turn, wore it even to sheep 
herding, where one can be well ? Dark straits and contentions of 
will against constraint seem to throaton me — I cannot help it 
Peace ! dp**'*'^ ' own mind that is wrong. 
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To John Carlyle, 

Chelsea : March 81, 1836. 
It seems as if I were enchanted to this sad book. Peace in the 
world there will be none for me till I have it done ; and then very 
generally it seems the miserablest mooncalf of a book, full of 
Ziererei (affectation), do what I will ; tumbling head foremost 
through all manner of established rules. And no money to be had 
for it ; and no value that I can count on of any kind, simply the 
blessedness of being done with it. It comes across me like the 
breath of heaven, that I shall verily be done with it in some few 
weeks now. Then let it go, to be trodden down in the gutters if 
the poor people like ; to be lifted on poles if they like, to be made 
a kirk and a mill of. The indifference that I feel about all mortal 
things is really very considerable. Glory and disgrace, poverty 
and wealth, gig and eight, or torn shoe soles, behold, brethren, it 
is all alike to me. I too have my indefeasible lot and portion in 
this God's universe of vapour and substance, and gnidge you not, 
and hate you not, rather love you in an underhand manner and 
wish you speed on your path. 

At the back of Carlj-le's house in Cheyne Kow is a strip 
of garden, a grass plot, a few trees and flower-beds along 
the walls, where are (or were) some bits of jessamine and 
a gooseberry-bush or two, transported from Haddington 
and Craigenputtoek. Here, when spring came on, Car- 
lyle used to dig and plant and keep the grass trim and 
tidy. Sterling must have seen him with his spade there 
when he drew the picture of Collins in the ' Onyx King,' 
which is evidently designed for Carlyle. The digging 
must have been more of a relaxation for him than the 
walks, where the thinking and talking went on without 
interruption. Yery welcome and a real relief was the 
arrival of his brother John at last in the middle of April. 
Lady Clare could not part with him in the autumn, but 
she had come now herself, bringing the doctor with her, 
and had allowed him three months' leave of absence. Half 
liis holiday was to be spent in Cheyne Row. The s econd_ 
TOlume of the ^ Revolution ' was finished^ and Carlyle gave 
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himself up to the full enjoyment of his brother's company. 
He had six weeks of real rest and pleasure ; for his curi 
osity was insatiable, and John, just from Italy, could tell 
him infinite things which he wanted to know. Scotsbrig, 
of course, had claims which were to be respected. When 
these weeks were over, John had to go north, and Carlyle 
attended him down the river to the Hull steamer. 

' Yery cheery to me poor Jack,' he writes when alone at 
home again; 'I feel without him quite oi-phaned and 
alone.' Alone, and at the mercy again of the evil spirits 
whom * Jack's ' round face had kept at a distance. 

JoumaL 

June 1, 1836. — ^My dispiritment, my sorrow and pain are great, 
but I striye to keep silent. Silence is th e only method . I am 
weary and heavy-laden, wearied of all things, almost of life itself — 
yet not altogether. It is fearful and wonderful to me. Often it 
seems as if the only gitmd and beautiful and desirable thing in 
this dusty fuliginous chaos were to die. Death ! The unknown 
sea of rest ! Who knows what hidden harmonies lie there to wrap 
ns in softness, in eternal peace, where perhaps, and not sooner or 
elsewhere, all the hot longings of the soul are to be satisfied and 
stilled? 

An eternity .of life, were jiot jendurable to any, mortal. Tome 
the thought of it were madness even for one day. Ohi I am far 
asti*ay, wandering, lost, * dyeing the thirsty desert with my blood 
in every footprint.* Perhaps Grod and His providence will be bet- 
ter to me than I hope. PeaQe» peace ! words ar§ JiUer thaojdle. 

I have seen Wordsworth again. I have seen Landor, Americans, 

Fi'enchmen — Cavaignnc the Republican. Be no word written of 

them. Bubble bubble, toil and trouble. I find emptiness and 

chagrin, look for nothing else, and on the wh;>le can reverence no 

\^ existing man, and shall do well to pity nU^ myself first — or rather 

' last. To work therefore. That will still me a little if aught will. 

The old, old story : genius, the divine gift which men 
so envy aiid admire, which is supposed to lift its possessor 
to a throne among the gods, gives him, with the intensity 
of insip^l*"- isity of spiritual suffering. His laurel 
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wreath is a crown of thorns. To all men Carlyle preached 
the duty of ^ consuming their own smoke/ and faithfully 
he fulfilled his own injunction. He wrote no * Werthers 
Leiden,' no musical ^ Childe Harold,' to relieve his own 
heart by inviting the world to weep with him. So far as 
the world was concerned, he bore his pains in silence, and 
only in his journal left any written record of them. At 
home, however, he could not always be reticent ; and his 
sick wife, whose spirits needed raising, missed John's com- 
panionship as much as her husband. The household ecor 
noraics became, so pressing that the book had to be sus- 
pended for a couple of weeks while Caiiyle. wrote the ar- 
ticle on Mirabeau, now printed among the 'Miscellanies,' 
for MilFs Eeview. Some fifty pounds was made by this ; 
but by the time the article was finished, Mrs. Carlyle be- 
came so ill that she felt that unless she could get away to 
her mother * she would surely die.' Carlyle himself could 
not think of moving, unless for a day or two to a friend in 
the neighbourhood of London ; but everything was done 
that circumstances permitted. She went first to her uncle 
at Liverpool, meaning to proceed (for economy) by the 
Annan steamer, though in her weak state she dreaded a 
sea voyage. She was sent forward by the coach. John 
Carlyle met her and carried her on to her mother at Ten)p- 
land, who had a * purse of sovereigns ' ready for her as a 
birthday present (July 14). Carlyle himself wrote to her 
daily, making the best of his condition that she might 
have as little anxiety as possible on his account. After 
she was gone he paid a visit to John Mill, who was then 
living in the country. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle at Templand, 

Chelsea : July 24, 1836. 
I must tell you about the Mill visit, for I think I sent you a 
token that I was going. I went accordingly. It is a pretty coun- 
tiy — a pretty village of the English straggling wooded sort. The 
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Mills have joined some ' old carpenter^s shops ' together, and madd 
a pleasant snmmer mansion (connected by shed-roofed passages), 
the little drawing-room door of glass looking out into a rose lawn, 
into green plains, and half a mile off tp a most respectable wooded 
and open broad-shonldered green hiU. They were as hospitable 
as they conld be. I was led abont, made attentive to innnmerable 
pictnresquenesses, &c. &c., all that evening and next day. . . . 
|There was little sorrow visible in their honse, or rather none, nor 
■any human feeling at all ; but the strangest **^^^yilich >;i^d nf 
Lcomposure and acquiescence, as if all human spontaneity had 
' taken refuge in invisible comers. Mill himself talked much, and 
not stupidly — far from that — ^but without emotion of any discerni- 
ble kind. He seemed to me to be withering or withered into the 
miserablest metaphysical scraef^ body and mind, that I had almost 
ever met with in the world. His eyes go twinkling and jerking 
with wild lights and twitches; his head is bald, his face brown 
and dry — poor fellow after alL It seemed to me the strangest 
thing what this man could want with me, or I with such a man so 
unheinilich to me. "What will become of it ? Nothing evil ; for 
there is and there was nothing dishonest in it. But I think I shall 
see less and less of him. Alas, poor fellow ! It seems possible 
too that he may not be very long seeable ; that is one way of its 
ending — to say nothing of my ow i chances. 
As for the chapter [of the * French Revolution '] entitled l^Sep- 
X tem ber/ the poor Goody knows with satisfaction that it is done. 
I worked all day, not all night : indeed, oftenest not at night at 
all ; but went out and had long swift-striding walks — till ten — 
under the stare. I have also slept, in geneml, tolerably. For the 
last ten days, however, I have been poisoned again with veal soup, 
beef being unattainable. I will know again. The chapter is some 
thirty-six pages : not at all a bad chapter. "Would the Goody had 
it to read ! A hundred pages more, and this cursed book is flung 
out of me. I mean to write with force of fire till that consumma- 
tion ; above all with the speed of fire ; still taking int^yala. of 
course, and resting myself. The unrested horse or write r cann ot 
work. But a doajncability of a thing that has so long held me, 
and held us both down to the grindstone, is a thing I could almost 
swear at and kick out of doors; at least most swiftly equip for 
walking out of doors. Sperauzat thou sjvairkin Goody ! Hope, my 
little lassie ! It v^*" '^ be better than thou tluukest. For two or 

old shoo ' (Dumfriouhire). 
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three days I have the most perfect rest now. Th fiB Lonis is to b 
f.rigj[^7)f| g^j]j^^jr^j_ T^pT) thn rUrnndf^ &c. It all stands pretty 
fair in my head, nor do I mean to investigate much more about it, 
bnt to splash down what I know in large masses of colours, that it 
may look like a s mok e ^d-flame co nflagration in the distance, 
which it is. . . . "" 

My dear little Janekin, I must leave thee now. Write a long 
letter. They are all very pleasant, very good for me ; but the * re- 
posing humour ' would give me the most pleasure of all. GeJiah 
dick wohl / Sey hold mir f Hoffe ; zweifle nicht, (Keep well ! Be 
good to me ! Hope ; do not tine heart.) Kiss your kind mother 
for me. Adieu I Au revoir ! 

Ever affectionately thine, 

T. CablyijE. 

His heart was less light than he tried to make it appear. 
The journal of August 1 sajs : — 

Have finished chapter i. (September) of my third volume, and 
gone idle a week after, till as usual I am now reduced to a caput 
mortuum again, and do this day begin my second chapter, to be 
called 'Re^cid^.' Jane in Dumfriesshire these three weeks or 
more, sl^ttered with agitation. I see no one — not even the French- 
men * — ^f or above two weeks ; very dreary of outlook ; one sole 
guiding star for me on earth, that of getting done with my book. 

Mrs. Carlyle was scarcely better oflF, Scotch air having 
done little for her. He writes to her a week later. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, 

Chelsea : Angast 8. 

Du amies Kind, — The letter, which I opened with eagerness 
enough, made me altogether wae. No rest for the poor wearied 
one. In her mother's house, too, she must wake * at four in the 
morning,* and have frettings and annoyances. It is very hard. 
The world is so wide ; and for my poor Jane there is no place 
where she can find shelter in it. Patience, my poor lassie ! It is 
not so bad as that : it shall not be so bad. 

Since there is no good to be done in Scotland, what remains but 
that you come back hither with such despatch as suits? There is 
quietude here ; there is liberty ; you shall have bread to eat. Wa 

* Gamier and Godefroi Gavaignao. See Letters and Memorials^ vol. i ^ 9 

Vol. 111.-5 
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can even procnre you a little milk, for the man comes yowling 
regalarly at the stroke of seven. I wish to heaven I were better, 
cheerfuUer ; but I take heaven to witness I will be as cheerful as 
I can. I will do what is in me, and swim with myself and thee. 
I do not think the waves can swallow us. Open thy heart out 
again to me ; have hope, courage, softness — not bitterness and 
hardness — and they shall not swallow us. In any case, what refuge 
is there but here ? Here is the place for my poor Qoody ; let us 
sink or swim together. 

If I did not know how little advice could profit in such matters, 
how it even exasperates and makes the case worse, I would pray 
earnestly in the meantime for that very thing which we so often 
laugh at in poor Jack — meekness, submission to the will of Heaven. 
Open thy eyes from those Templand windows. The earth is green, 
jewelled with many a flower. The sky arches itself, also beautiful, 
overhead. It is not, in the name of God, a place of bitter hope- 
lessness for any living creature, but it is emphatically the place of 
hope for alL Oh ! that Edinburgh style of mockery ! Me too 
with its hard withering influence, its momentary solacement, fatal- 
ler than any pain, it had wellnigh conducted to Hades and Tophet. 
But I flung it off, and am alive. Oh that my poor much-suffering 
Jane had done so too ! — fliing it off from the very heart for ever 
— and in soft devoutness of submission (wherein lies what the man 
calls the ' divine depth of sorrow ') had recognised once that the 
stem necessity was also the just ; that the thing, stronger than we, 
was also the better — wiser. But I will preach no more. I will 
pray and wish rather, in my heart of hearts. Nay, I will prophesy 
too ; for nothing shall ever make me believe that a soul so true 
and full of good things can continue strangling itself in that man- 
ner, sore, sore, though its perplexities be. Oh my poor lassie, 
what a life thou hast led ! — and I could not make it other. It was 
to be thaty and not another. 

And so, after all, then, what is to be done but come back again 
by easy stages, and do the best we can ? This visit to Scotland will 
not have been in vain. It exhausts another possibility. It ren- 
ders one quieter. Nay, in spite of all these splashings of rain, 
weary waitings for some one rising, these annoyances and disap- 
pointments, I believe the very change of scene, of habitual speech 
and course of thought, will bo of salutary influenoo. The din of 
London is stilled in you by this time. The mitid will be fresh to 
take it UD '^'^ * d it more harmonious than it was. Gehah 
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dich wold ! Be peaceable, my poor weary shattered bairn. Har- 
den not thy heart, bnt soften it. Open it to hope and me. Say all 
that is kind to your mother for me. Forgive her * ways of doing.' 
They are her ways, though very tormenting. 

It is half-past four, and I am still in my dressing-gown. Addio, 

carissima. God be with thee, my wee Goody ! 

T. CablyiiE. 

John came back with the fall of the summer to rejoin 
Lady Clare, and passed a few more days alone with his 
brother. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle. 

Chekea : Angnet 24. 

Parliament being dissolved, prorogued I believe, there are no ^ 
franks. Jack said on Saturday, ' Here is a ticket Lady Clare has ( 
sent me ; will you not go and see the King prorogue Parliament ? ' / 
* Sir,' I answered, * if he were going to blow up Parliament with \ 
gunpowder, I would hardly go, being busy elsewhere.' . . -r 
Lie still, thou poor wearied one. Stir not till the hour come for 
travelling hither again. After all, I calculate the journey will not 
prove useless. A healthy influence lies in the very change of ideas 
and objects — such a total change as that. Seated by our own 
hearth again, much that was a burble will begin to unmvel itself. 
There are better days coming : I say it always, and swear it, with 
a kind of indestructible faith. But we must be ready for the bad, 
for the worse, and meet, not in bitter violence, but in courageous 
genial humour, as quiet at least as may be. . . . 

If a Gk>ody were well, and a good, ach Gbtt, why should we not 
be happy enough, in spite of twenty poverties ? Patience, lassie ! 
let us take it quietly. The book will be done. I shall rest, be 
better ; all will be better. Consider this fact, too, which really 
has a truth in it. Great sorrow never lasts. It is like a stream 
stemmed — must begin "flowing again. There is really, I say, a 
truth in that, grounded in the nature of things. Oh my poor 
bairn, be not faithless, but believing. Do not fling life away as 
insupportable, despicable, but let us work it out and rest it out 
together, like a true two, though under sore obstructions. Fools 
in all circumstances, short of Tophet, very probably in Tophet it- 
self, have one way of doing ; wise men have a diflferent, infinitely 
better. I say 'infinitely,* for that also is a fact; and so God di' 
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rect us and help ns ! God send thee soon, and safe back again ; 
and so ends mv sermon. 

It has pleased Carl vie to admit the world behind the 
scenes of his domestic life. He has allowed us to see that 
all was not as well there as it might have been, and in his 
own generous remorse he has taken the blame upon him- 
self. Xo one, however, can read these letters, or ten 
thousand others like them, without recognising the affec- 
tionate tenderness which lay at the bottom of his nature. 
Ko one also can read between the lines without observing 
that poverty and dispiritment and the burden of a task too 
heavy for him was not all that Carlyle had to bear. She 
on her part, no doubt, had much to put up with. It was 
not easy to live with a husband subject to strange fits of 
passion and depression ; often as unreasonable as a child, 
and with a Titanesque power of making mountains out of 
molehills. But she might have seen more clearly than 
she did, in these deliberate expressions of his feeling, the 
soundness of his judgment, and the genuine simple truth 
and loyalty of his heart. Let those married pairs who 
never knew a quarrel, whose days run on unruflBed by a 
breeze, be grateful that their lot has been cast in pleasant 
circumstances, for otherwise then* experience will have 
been different. Let them be grateful that they are not 
persons of 'genius' or blessed or cursed with sarcastic 
tongues. The disorder which had driven Mrs. Carlyle to 
Scotland was mental as well as bodily. The best remedy 
for it lay, after all, at home ; and she came back, as she 
said, after two months' absence, 'a sadder and a wiser 
woman.' Carlyle had gone off intending to meet her at 
the office, but the coach was before its time, or he had 
mistaken the hour. 

I had my luggage (she said) put on the backs of two porters, 
and walked on to Cheapside, when I presently found a Chelsea 
omnibus. By-and-by the omnibus stopped, and amid cries of * No 
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room, sir; can't get in,' Carlyle's face, beantifnlly set off by a 
broad-brimmed white hat, gazed in at the door like the Peri ' who, 
at the gate of Heaven, stood disconsolate.' In hnnying along the 
Strand, his eye had lighted on my trunk packed on the top of the 
omnibns, and he recognised it. This seems to me one of the most 
indubitable proofs of genius which he ever manifested. 

She had returned mended in spirits. John had gone 
two days before, and was on his way to Italy again, but 
the effects remained of his cheery presence, and all things 
were looking better. The articla.<m..MiiaJ3eaj^ waft printed, 
andhad give n satis fa ction . The ^ Diamond Neck lace ' was 
to come out in parts in Fraser, and bring in a little money. 
Carlyle had never written anything more beautiful ; and 
it speaks indifferently for English criticism that about this, 
when it appeared, the newspapers were as scornful as they 
had been about ' Sartor ' — a bad omen for the * French 
Revolution,' for the ' Diamond Necklace ' was a prelimi- 
nary chapter of the same drama. But the opinions of the 
newspapers had long become matters of indifference. The 
financial pressure would be relieved at any rate, and the 
air in Cheyne Kow, within doors and without, was like a 
still autumn afternoon, when tlie equinoctials have done 
blowing. The book was nearly finished. John Carlyle 
had read the MS. and had criticised. The style had 
startled him, as the style of ' Sartor' had startled Sterling. 
Carlyle had listened patiently, and had made some change 
in deference to his brother's opinion. 

To John Carlyle, 

Chelsea : September 12, 1836. 
As to what you admonished about style, though you goodna- 
turedly fall away from it now, there actually was some profit in it, 
and some effect. It reminds me once more that there are always 
two parties to a good style — the contented writer and the contented 
reader. Many a little thing I propose to alter with an eye to 
greater clearness ; but the grand point at present is to get done 
briefly. I find I have only eighty-eight pages in all, and infinite 
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/ matter to cram into them. I purpose inyestigatiDg almost no far- 
[ ther, but dashing in what I already have in some compendious, 
\^ grandiose, massive way. I really feel very well at present. The 
joy I anticipate in finishing this book is considerable. Go, thou 
unhappy book ! Thou hast nearly wrung the life out of me. Go 
in God's name or the Devil's ; one will be free after that, and look 
abroad over the world to see what it holds for one. I am reading 
Eckermann*8 'Conversations with Goethe,' borrowed from Mrs. 
Austin. It does me grj^t good fn^ *>>^ ftnn/i . on^Vi « n}^,^ 'j^ffn^ p ft 
eujoyment, so differe t from this Revolution one ; and yet it is 
not my environmeiit now— will not yield me Obdoch (shelter) here 
and now. Goethe is great, brown visaged, authentic-looking, in 
this book, yet rdthselhaft (enigmatic) here and there to me. . . . 
Enough, enough. Do not conjugate e7inui/er, dear Jack, if you 
can help it ; conjugate esperer rather. T>fjpAnfl T\p nTi it, workin g, 
y' ^^'ngj ^" ^^fiJj Dly remo v er of d oubt. It is an immense trutn tnat. 
The stream looks so cold, dioa^, dangerous. You stand shiver- 
ing. You plunge in. Behold, it carries you: you can swim. 
Take my blessing and brotherly prayers with you. T. 0. 

As the end of the book came in view, the question — 
what next ? began to present itself. It was as morning 
twilight after a long night, and surrounding objects 
showed in their natural form. Evidently Carlyle did not 
expect that it would bring him money or directly better 
his fortunes. All that he looked for was to have acquitted 
his conscience by writing it : he would then quit literature 
and seek other work. The alternative, indeed, did not 
seem to be left to him — literature as a profession, fol- 
lowed with a sacred sense of responsibility (and without 
such a sense he could have nothing to do with it), refused 
a living to himself and his wife. For her sake as well as 
his own, he must try something else. He was in no hurry 
to choose. His plan, so far as he could form one^ was 
that, as soon as the book was published, his wife should 
return for a while to her mother. He, like his own 
Tenfelsdroekh, wonld take ataflf in hand, travel on foot 
about thft M like a mediaeval monk, look about him, 
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and then decide. Ten years before, he had formed large 
hopes of what he might do and become as a man of let 
ters. He concluded now that he had failed, and the lan^ 
gnage in which he wrote about it is extremely manly. 

JoumaL 

October 23. — Nothing noted here for a long time. It has grown 
profitless, wearisome, to write or speak of one so sick, forlorn as 
myself. Cap. 3 (Girondins) finished about a week ago. Totally 
worthless, according to my feeling of it. I persist, nevertheless. 
'Diamond Necklace' to be printed in *Fraser.' Sitting for my 
pictnre to a man named Lewis, who begged it, * that it might do 
him good.' Jane insisted. I at length assented. Cut bono? 
Empty as I am in parse and in hope, what steads the oil shadow 
of me in these circumstances ? Bather let such a man be alto- 
gether suppressed. 

To John Carlyle. 

Chelsea : October 29. 

Our life is all hanging in the wind — ^f or me, however, against 
the next spring I have it all so cunningly arranged that, as it were, A 
neither ^'ILlnfi^ V^^ g^^ ^unlf ^^" be other than welecHoe-taine^ 
This is really true and very curious. Such an infinitude of differ- 
ent annoyances and menaces come pressing on me from all points 
of the compass, that I merely fortify my own chest and rib work, 
and say, 'Messrs. the Annoyances, do, if you please, make out 
the result among youi*selves ; my ribs with heaven's help will not 
yield, and I shall cheerfully be ready to move whichever way the 
current goes.' Here, with only literature for shelter, there is, I 
think, no continuance. Better to take a stick in your hand, and 
roam the earth Teufelsdrockhish ; you will get at least a stomach 
to eat bread - even that denied me here. Es woUte kein Hund so 
leben (no dog would lead such a life). Nor will I. The only rule , 
is -Sil ence, uttermo st comppsnre^ and open eyes. The beggarly/ 
economical part of tEis existence on earth seems to me the moi^ ' 
beggarly the longer I look at it ; the existence itself the more 
tragical, sublime. Not a hair of our heads but was given to us b^ 
a God. 

My chief pity in general, in these circumstances of mine, is for 
Jane. She hoped much of me ; had great faith in me ; and has 
endured much beside me, not murmuring at it. I feel as if I had 
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to swim both for her deliverance and my own. Better health will 
be granted me ; better days for us both. 

It is my fixed hope at present either to go to Scotland or to 
Italy next summer, stick in hand. If any offer occur to detain me 
here, it shall be well ; if none, it shall be almost better. This is 
what I meant above by being balanced amid annoyances and men- 
aces. Therefore be of good cheer, my brave brotJier. The world 
shall not beat us, much as it may try. We will make a wrestle or 
two first at any rate. Thoi;^ see'st -I am. to have.di^j&JEi&jybis 
sorrowful enterpnse of a book, with France and Bevolutions for 
evermore. Then I take stick in hand, silently go to^ompose my 
body and soul a little, and so take the world on the other side. I 
feel strong yet ; as if I had years of strength in me. London has 
been like a course of mercury to body and mind ; hard enough, 
but not unmedicative. We will not complain of London, not fear 

its way, we going ours. If thou 
thee. If not, why then come 
thou hither. It shall be good either way. 

So the year wore out, and in this humour the ' History 
of the French Revolution ' was finished. The last sen- 
tence was written on the 12th of January, 1837, on a 
damp evening, just as light was failing.* Carlyle gave 
the MS. to his wife to read, and went out to walk. Be- 
fore leaving the house he said to her : ' I know not 
whether this book is worth anything, nor what the world 
will do with it, or misdo, or entirely forbear to do, as is 
likeliest ; but this I could tell the world : You have not 
I had for a hundred years any book that comes more direct 
and flamingly f rom the heart of j-HvingLjn^n. Do what 
you like witli it, you — .' Five days later he announced 
the event to Sterling, who was spending the winter at 
Bordeaux. 

To John Stet'Ung, 

CheUea : January 17, 1887. 
Five days ago I finished about ten o'clock at night, and was 
ready both to weep and pray, but did not do either, at least not 

* So Carlyle said later ; but in the letter to Sterling he says ten o'clock ai 
night. Perhaps h' d or two. 
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visibly or audibly. The bookseller has it, and the printer has it ; 
I expect the first sheet to-morrow. In not many more weeks I 
can hope to wash my hands of it for ever and a day. It is a thing 
disgusting to me by the faults of it : the merits of which — for ib 
is not without merit — will not be seen for a long time. It is a, 
wild savage book, itself a kind of French Revolution. whicrSi^ 
haps, if Providence have so ordere<^^ .had hp.titftrjxot 

BJSt^l^^Tien^f^jgii^jli,, With aU my heaii;. What I do know of 
iris that it has come hot out of my own soul, bom in blackness, 
whirlwind, and sorrow ; that no man for a long while has stood, 
speaking so completely alone, under the eternal azure in the cha r- 
actOT^oijnaajDaiJy, or is likely for a long while so to stand : finally, 
that it has gone as near to choking the life out of me as any task 
I should like to undertake for some years to come, which also is 
an immense comfort, indeed the greatest of alL 

The Mason^R ways are 
A type of existence, 
And his persistence 
Is as the days are 
Of men in this world. 

T^eJEutmneJudcaJaJt vy 
Gladncss_an^[jU2££iUK.; 

We press still thorough, 
Nanght that abides in it 
Daanting us, onward. 

And solemn before us 
Veiled the dark Portal, 
Goal of all Mortals ; 
Stars silent rest o^er us, 
Graves under us silent. 

While earnest thou gazest 
Comes boding of terror, 
Comes phantasm and error, 
Perplexes the bravest 
With doubt and misgiving. 

But heard are the voices, 
Heard are the sage's, 
THe"'^?oridX an3 tEe i^e*s. 
Choose well : your choice ii 
Brief and yet endless. 
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HcvB fljcB do raijard yoM 
In etcndtj^s staUnaM, 
Here is ail fnlaeas. 
Ye bntre to reward yoa. 
Wofk and deipair noi.' 

Is not that a piece of psalmody ? It seems to me like a piece of 
marcbing music to the great brave Teutonic kindred as thej march 
through the waste of time — that section of eternity thej were ap- 
pointed for. Ohen die Sterne und wUen eke Grdber, Se. "Let us all 
sing it and march on cheerful of heart. 'We bid jou to hope.' * 
80 saj the voices, do thej not? 

This poem of Groethe's was on Carlyle^s lips to the hist 
days of his life. When very near the end he qnoted the 
last lines of it to me when speaking of what might lie be- 
yond. * We bid you to hope.' 

> Goethe*8 aong — 

'DJeZukimftdeckEt 
Schmfinoi nnd Glu^* 

Caclyle gires the original in writing to Steiling. I take Oftdyle*! own tmi» 
lation from * Pkst and Presents* 
* The literal txanalation of the last line, 

* Wir heiaaen each hofian.* 



CHAPTER IV. 

A.D. 1837. ^T. 42. 

Character of Carlyle's writings — The * French Bevolntion ' as a 
work of art— Political neutrality — Effect of the book on Oar- 
lyle's position — Proposed lectures — Public speaking — Delivery 
of the first course — Success, moral and financial — End of money 
difficulties — Letter to Sterling — Exhaustion — Betreat to Scot- 
land. 

I HAVE been thus particular in describing the conditions 
under which the ' History of tlie French Revolution ' was 
composed, because thi^ hnnk gnyp Parlyl^^ at a ginglfi fitftp 
Insjinigiie ppsitiQii.aa.^ na,an of. letters, and be- 

cause it is in. many respecta the most perfect t)f aft iris 
writing^*- In liis other works the sense of form is defec- 
tive. He throws out brilliant detached pictures, and large 
masses of thought, each in itself inimitably clear. There 
ia^everywherea unity Qlpurpose^wit]Lpa>£firfnl final effpcts^ 
But events are not left to tell their own story. He appears\ 
continually in his own person, instructing, commenting, j 
informing the reader at every step of his own opinion. ' 
His method of composition is so original that it cannot be 
tried by common rules. The want of art is even useful 
for the purposes which he has generally in view ; but it 
interferes with the simplicity of a genuine historical nar- 
rative. The ' French Revolution ' is not open to this ob- 
jection. It stands alone in artistic regularity and com- 
pleteness. It is a prose poem-with ii distinct beginning, a 
mi Hdlft^ s\ i[\ en( i. It opens with the crash of a corrupt sys- | 
tern, and a dream of liberty which was to bring with it a I 
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; reign of peace and Iiappiness and universal love. It pur- 

j Bues its way through the failure of visionary hopes into 

/ regicide and terror, and the regeneration of mankind by 

/ the guillotine. It has been called an epic. It is rather an 

/ .^schyleaadrama composed o^-factaJiter ally tru e, in vsrhich 

; the Furies are seen once more walking on this prosaic 

^ .earth and shaking their serpent hair. 

The form is quite peculiar, unlike that of any history 
ever written before, or probably to be written again. No 
one can imitate Carlyle who does not sincerely feel as Car- 
lyle felt. But it is complete in itself. The story takes 
X Bhape^as it grows, a definite organic creation, with no dead 
or needless matter anywhere disfiguring or adhering to it, 
as if the metal had been smelted in a furnace seven times 
heated, till every particle of dross had been burnt away. 
As in all living things, thqre is the centraLldea, the ani- 
mating principle round which the matter gathers and de- 
velopes into shape. Carlyle was writing wba^4ie-believed 
i;«^uld be his last word to hi^ country^men. He was not look- 
ing forward to fame or fortune, or to making a position 
for himself in the world. He belonged to no, political 
party, and was engaged in the defence of no theory^orJn- 
terest. For many years he had been studying painfully 
tire" mystery of human life, wholly and solely that he 
might arrive at some kind of truth about it and understand 
his own duty. He had no belief in the virtue of special 

* Constitutions.' He was neither Tory, nor Whig, nor 
lladical, nor Socialist, nor any other * ist.' He^hjtdjtripped 
himself of * Formulas ' ' as a Nessus shirt,' and flung them 
fiercely away fi'om him, finding ' Formulas' in these days to 

^ be mostly * lies agreed to be believed.' In the record of God's 
law, as he had been able to read it, he had found no com- 
mendation of * symbols of faith,' of church organisation, or 
methods of government. He wrote, as he said to Sterling, 

* in the character of a man ' only ; and of a man without 
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earthly objects, without earthly prospects, who had been 
sternly handled by fate and circumstances, and was left alone 
with the elements, as Prometheus on the rock of Caucasus. 
Struggling th us in pain and sorrow, he desired to tell tjie ( 
modern worlji ib^t, dje8tJltute.,afi.it.,mi it&Jaaaar&JiEPeared 
to be of Divine guidance, God or justice was st ill in t he 
nnd dle of ; tj ^temjy^mexoi^le^as^^e^ ; that modern na- 
tions were as entirely governed by God's law as the Israel- 
ites had been in Palestine — laws self-acting and inflicting 
their own penalties, if man neglected or defied them. And 
these laws were substantially the same as those on the 
Tables delivered in thunder on Mount Sinai. You shall \ 
r everence your A lmighty J!dakcr> -Yeu slmll «peak truth. 
You shall do justice to your^fellowdman. If you set truth 1 
aside for conventional and convenient lies; if you prefer 
your own pleasure, your own will, your own ambition, to 
purity and manliness and justice, and submission to your 
Maker's commands, then are whirlwinds still provided in 
the constitution of things which will blow you to atoms. 
Philistines, Assyrians, Babylonians, were the whips which 
were provided for the Israelites. Germans and Huns 
swept away the Eoman sensualists. ^'Modern society, 
though out of fear of barbarian conquerors, breeds in its ,j 
own heart the instruments of its punishment. The hungry j 
and injured millions will rise up and bring to justice their \ 
guilty rulers, themselves little better than those whom they 1 
throw down, themselves powerless to rebuild out of the i 
ruins any abiding city ; but powerful to destroy, powerful ? 
to dash in pieces the corrupt institutions which have beenj 
the shelter and the instrument of oppression. 

And Carlyle helieved this — believed it singly and simply 
as Isaiah believed it, not as a mode of speech to be used 
in pulpits by eloquent preachers, but as actual literal fact, 
as a real account of the true living relations between man 
and his Maker. The established forms, creeds, liturgies, 
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articles of faith, were but as the shell ronnd the kernel. 
The shell in these days of ours had rotted away, and men 
supposed that, because the shell was gone, the entire con- 
ception had been but a dream. It was no dream. The 
kernel could not rot. It was the vital force bv which 
human existence in this planet was controlled, and would 
be controlled to the end. 

In this conviction he wrote his s pectral ^ History of the 
French Revolution.' Spp.£*tgaL, fn|- Hip. fl/;tf.>rfi ^^ ^^ ^ppp**^ 
without their earthly cIptUes : men iuuL wnmpn In tJipiV 
natural cliaracters, but as in some va^t phan tasmagpri ay 
with the supernatural shining through them, w orking in 
\ {sLticy their own wiHs'or^ieTroviTilini^nS 
the mere instruments of a 'superior power^ infer nal or di- 
vine, whose awful presence is felt while it is unseen. 

To give form to his conception, Carlyle possessed all 
the qualities of a supreme dramatic poet, except command 
of metre. He has indeed a metre, or rather a melody, of 
his own. The style which troubled others, and troubled 
himself when he thought about it, was perhaps the best 
possible to convey thoughts which were often like the 
spurting of volcanic fire ; but it was inharmonious, rough- 
hewn, and savage. It may be said, too, that he had no 
* invention.' But he refused to allow that any real poet 
had ever ' invented.' The poet had to represent truths, 
not lies^ or the polite form of lies called fiction. Homer, 
Dante, believed themselves to be describing real persons 
and real things. Carlyle ' created ' nothing ; but with a 
real subject before him he was the greatest of historical 
painters. He took all pains first to obtain an authentic 
account of the facts. Then, with a few sharp lines, he 
could describe face, figure, charactei-, action, with a com- 
plete insight never rivalled except by Tacitus, and with a 
certain sympathy, a perennial flashing of humour, of which 
Tacitus has none. He produces a gallery of human por* 
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traits each so distinctly drawn, that whenever studied it 
can never be forgotten. He possessed besides another 
quality, the rarest of all, and the most precious, an inflex- 
ible love of t ynth . It was first a moral principle with him ; 
but he had also an intellectual c ^^fioRity to imnw p.yfiry- ^ 
t hing exactly as it wa s. Independently of moral objections i 
to lies, Carlyle always held that the fact, if you knew it, / 
was more interesting than the most picturesque of fictions, \ 
and thus his historical workmanship is sound to the core. 
He spared himself no trouble in investigating ; and all 
his effort was to delineate accurately what he had found. 
Dig where you will in Carlyle's writings, you never come 
to water. Politicians have complained that Carlyle shows 
no insight into constitutional principles, that he writes as 
if he were contemptuous of them or indifferent to them. 
Kevolutionists have complained of his scorn of Eobes- 
pierre, and of his tenderness to Marie Antoinette. Cath- 
olics find Holy Church spoken of without suflScient respect, 
and Tories find kings and nobles stripped of their fine 
clothes and treated as vulgar clay. But Constitutions had 
no place in Carlyle's Decalogue. He did not find it 
written there that one form of government is in itself 
better than another. He held with Pope : — 

For forms of government let fools contest ; 
Whate'er is best administered is best. 

His sympathies were with purity, justice, truthfulnes8,W 
manly courage, on whichever side he found them. His 
scorn was for personal cowardice, or cant, or hollow places 
of any kind in the character of men ; and when nations 
are split into parties, wisdom or folly, virtue or vice, is , 
not the exclusive property of one or the other. ^-^ 

A book written from such a point of view had no ' pub* 
lie' prepared for it. When it appeared, partisans on both \ 
sides were offended ; and to the reading multitude who ' 
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wish merely to be amused without the trouble of thinking, 
it had no attraction till they learned its merits from others. 
But to the chosen few, to those who had eyes of their own 
to see with, and manliness enough to recognise when a liv- 
ing man was speaking to them, to those who had real in- 
tellect, and could therefore acknowledge intellect and 
welcome it whether they agreed or not with the writer's 
opinions, the high quality of the * French Kevolution' 
became apparent instantly, and Carlyle was at once looked 
up to, by some who tliemselves were looked up to by the 
world, as a man of extraordinary gifts ; perhaps as the 
highest among them all. Dickens carried a copy of it 
with him wherever he went. Southey T^d it-fiix-tiflaes 
over. Thackeray Reviewed it enthusiastically. Even Jef- 
frey generously admitted that Carlyle had succeeded upon 
lines on which he had himself foretold inevitable failure. 
The orthodox political philosophers, Macau lay, Hallam , 
Brougham, though they perceived that Carlyle's views 
were the condemnation of their own, though they felt in- 
stinctively that he was their most dangerous enemy, yet 
could not any longer despise him. They with the rest 
were obliged to admit that there had arisen a new star, of 
baleful perhaps and ominous aspect, but a star of the fii'st 
magnitude in English literature. 

But six months had still to pass before the book could 
be published, and I am anticipating. Carlyle had been so 
long inured to disappointment, that he expected nothing 
from the world but continued indifference. His only 
anxiety was to be done with the thing, and it had still to 
be printed and corrected. The economical crisis had been 
postponed. Life could be proti*acted at Cheyne Kow for 
anotJier six months on the proceeds of ' Mirabeau ' and 
the * Diamond Necklace,' and he wrote in fair spirits to 
his mother, enclosing a printed page from a proof sheet. 
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To Margaret Carlyle, Scotsbrig, 

Chelsea : Jan. 22, 1837. 

The book is actuallj done ; all written to the last line ; and now, 
after much higgling and maffing, the printers have got fairly afloat, 
and we are to go on with the wind and the sea. There is still a 
good deal of constant business for me in correcting the press — as 
much as I can do, we will hope, for they ai-e to print with all the 
rapidity they are capable of ; and I make a good many improve- 
ments as we go on, especially in the first volume. It will be six 
weeks yet, and then the book will be about ready. Take this 
scrap of print meanwhile as a good omen, like the leaf that Noah's 
dove brought in the bill of it. I have had a very sore wrestle for 
two years and a half, but it is over, you see, and the thing is there. 
I finished on Friday gone a week, really with a feeling of thankful- 
ness, of waeness and great gladness. I could have gi^aty but did 
not. Jane treated me to a bread-pudding next day, which bread- 
pudding I consumed with an appetite got by walking fai* and wide, 
I dare say about twenty miles over this * large and populous city.' 
My health is really better than anybody could expect. The foun- 
dations of this lean frame of mine must be as tough as wire. If I 
were rested a little, I shall forget the whole thing, and have a de- 
gree of freedom and a lightness of heart unknown to me for a long 
while. 

As to the reception the book is like to meet with, I judge that 
there will be ten enemies of it for one friend ; but also that it will 
find friends by-and-by ; in fine, that, as brave old Johnson said, 
'useful diligence will at last prevail.' It is not altogether a bad 
book. For one thing I consi d e r it to^ bo the Qinocroot boo k-this 
nation has gpt_pfifered to it for - a-good^few^ year s , or - 4ft like to get 
for a good few. And so I say to them : * Good Christian people, 
there it is. JShriek over it, since ye will not shout over it. Tram- 
ple it and kick it, and use it all ways ye judge best. If ye can kiU 
it and extinguish it, then in God's name do. If ye cannot, why 
then ye will not. My share in it is done.' That is the thing I 
propose to say within my own mind. One infallible truth, pre- 
cious for us all, is that I am sJiot of it, and you are shot of it. 

Printing a book is like varnishing a picture. Faults 
and merits both become more conspicuous. Carlyle, who 
was Lard to please with Lis own work, and had called it 
Vol. in.— 6 
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worth nothing while in progress, found it in the proofs 
better than he expected. 

It is a book (he said of it again) that makes no complaint about 
itself, but steps out in a quite peaceable manner, hoping nothing, 
fearing nothing. Indeed I never knew, till loo king at it th is 
second time, what a burly torque of JTtjSifl^lC wSjLa.Ilfilffifit nak 
clog, which all the hammers in the world will.maJ^e no imprfifiainn 
on. Of human things it is perhaps likest a kind of civilised An- 
drew Bishop, the old crier of ballads ; the same invincible breadth 
of body, a shaggy smile on its face, and a depth of voice equal to 
that of Andrew. Many a man will find it a hard nut to crack ; but 
it is they that will have to crack it, not I any more. 

■■^ He made no foul copy of this or of anything that he 
wrote in these early days. The sentences completed them- 
i selves in his head before he threw them upon paper, and 
only verbal alterations were afterwards necessary ; but he 
omitted many things in his proof sheets, redivided his 
books and chaptei-s, and shai*pened the lights and shadows. 

To John Cctrlf/lef Rome. 

Chelsea : Feb. 17, 1837. 
We are got near the hot work of the taking of the Bastille. I 
call each chapter that was, a book, and have subdivided all these 
into chapters. The longest list of chapters as yet is ten, the short- 
est /our. Each chapter has a brief (briefest) title, generally with 
something of the epigrammatic chai*acter in it. Each book, too, 
has a title, and each volume. The list of these will be the table 
of contents, without other index or appendage. The notes are 
merely references. I do not add anything beyond the text. On 
the other hand I am really conscientious in cutting out. You will 
be delighted to miss not a few of your old fiiends. I have divided 
many a paragraph, many a sentence ; and so with chaptering too ; 
have let in a great deal of daylight (of blank, at least) into it ; and 
on the whole it seems to me incredibly improved. I find on a 
!• general view that the book is one of the s^f^e^ggst-written for sevei'al 
centuries. It is a book written by a wild man^ a man disu nited 
from the fellowship of the world he lives in, looking king and beg- 
gar in the face with an indifference of brotherhood and an indif 
ference of oont' ~~»at is really very extraordinary in a respect- 
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able cotintiy. The critic of a respectable nature cannot bnt be 
loud, falls er nicht schweigt (unless he says nothing), which really I 
shall be well content that he do. But I think he will not. In 
that case I will grant him free scope. There is no word in his 
belly harder than the words it utters, by implication or directly, 
about him and his ... A wild man — ^pray Gk)d it be a man^ 
and then buff away, smite and spare not. The thing you can kill, 
I say always, deserves not to live. On the whole I think it is not 
Naught, and have it there as a thing done by me. The critics are 
welcome to lay on. There is a kind of Orson life in it which they 
will not kilL 

Meantime the economic problem, though postponed, 
was still unsolved. The book was finished, but no money 
could be expected from it, at least for a considerable 
time ; and, unless something could be done, it was likely 
that London, and perhaps England, would lose Carlyle 
just at the moment when they were learning the nature of 
the man to whom they were refusing ordinary mainte- 
nance. His circumstances were no secret. His friends 
were doubtless aware that he had been invited to lecture 
in America. A large number of persons, more or less 
influential, knew vaguely that he was a remarkable man, 
and some of them cast about for means to prevent such a 
scandal. One of the most anxious and active, be it 
recorded to her honour, was Harriet Martineau. This 
lady had introduced herself into Cheyne Row in the pre- 
ceding November, as Carlyle had informed his mother. 

Two or three days ago (he wrote) there came to call on us a 
Miss Martineau, whom you have perhaps often heard of in the 
* Examiner.' * A hideous portrait was given of her in * Fraser * 
one month. She is a notable literaiy woman of her day, has been 
travelling in America these two years, and is now come home to 
write a book about it. She pleased us far beyond expectation. 
She is very intelligent-looking, really of pleasant countenance, 
was full of talk, though unhappily deaf almost as a post, so that 

> The ^ Examiner ^ was sent regularly to Carlyle, and by him forwarded to 
8ootsbiig. 
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you have to speak to her through an ear-trompet. She mnst b« 
some five-and-thirtj. As she professes very 'faToniable senti- 
ments' towards this side of the street, I mean to cultiyate the 
acquaintance a little. 

To Miss Martinean, to Miss Wilson, another accom- 
plished lady friend, and to several more, it occurred that if 
Carlyle conld be wanted to lecture in l>oston, he might 
equally well lecture in London. If he could speak as well 
in public as he could talk in private, he could not fail of 
success ; and money, a little, but enough, might be realised 
in this way. The Royal Institution was iii-st thought of, 
but the pay at the Koyal Institution was small, and the 
list, besides, was full for the year. The bold ladies turned 
their disappointment to better advantage. Cai'lyle gave a 
grumbling consent. They canvassed their acquaintance. 
They foimd two hundred persons ready each to subscribe 
a guinea to hear a course of lectures from him in a room 
engaged for himself only. The * French Revolution ' was 
not to appear till the summer. That so many lords and 
ladies and other notabilities should have given their 
names for such a purpose implies that Carlyle's earlier 
writings had already made an impression. London society 
loves novelties, but it expects that the novelties shall be 
entertaining, and does not go into a thing of this kind en- 
tirely on hazard. Carlyle was spared all trouble. All 
that he had to do was to prepare something to say ; and 
Willis's Rooms were engaged for him, the lectures to be- 
gin on May 1. He shuddered, for he hated display, but 
he felt that he must not reject an opening so opportunely 
made for him. He had no leisure for any special study, 
but he was full of knowledge of a thousand kinds. He 
chose the subject which came most conveniently for him, 
since he had worked so hard upon it at Craigenputtock— 
German literature. There were to be six lectures in all. 
A prospectus was drawn up and printed, intimating tliat 
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on such and such days Thomas Carlyle would deliver 
addresses — 

1. On the Teutonic People, the German Language, 
TJlfilas, the Northern Lnmigration, and the Niebelungen 
Lied. 

2. On the Minnesinger, Tauler, Eeineke Fuchs, the 
Legend of Faust, the Keformation, Luther, XJlrich von 
Hutten. 

3. On the Master Singers, Hans Sachs, Jacob Bohme, 
Decay of German Literature, Anton Ulrich Duke of 
Brunswick, Opitz, Leibnitz. 

4. On the Resuscitation of German Literature, Lessing, 
Klopstock, Gellert, Lavater, Efflorescence of German Litera- 
ture, Werther, Goetz. 

5. On the Characteristics of New-German Literature, 
Growth and Decay of Opinion, Faust, Philosophy, Kant, 
Fichte, Schelling, Art and Belief, Goethe. 

6. On the Drama, Schiller: Pseudo-Drama, Klinger, 
Kotzebue, Werner: Romance, Tieck, Novalis, Pseudo- 
Romance, Hoffmann : Poetry and German Literature, Her- 
der, Wieland, the Schlegels, Jean Paul : Results, Anticipa- 
tions. 

A copious bill of fare ! A more experienced hand would 
have spread the subjects of any one of these lectures into 
the necessary six, watering them duly to the palate of 
fashionable audiences. But Carlyle, if he undertook any- 
thing, chose to do it in a way that he could think of with- 
out shame. He was sulky and even alarmed, for he did 
not intend to read. He had undertaken to ^ak^ and 
speak he would, or else fail altogether. 

To John Ckxrlyle, 

Chelsea: March 31. 
The grand news of all. I am to lecture on German literature in 
May next. Ach Gott ! It makes my heart tremble when I think 
of it ; but it is to be done. The Boyal Institution having failed. 
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the Wilsons (it was Miss Wilson, mainly) determined that we 
wonld get an andienoe of onr own, and a Willis's Booms of otir 
own. So they have tickets printed, and a book open at Sannders 
and Ottley's ; and the Marchioness of Lansdowne and honourable 
women have their names down, and prospectuses circulate ; and on 
the whole, on Monday, May 1, from 3 to 4 o'clock, and five lectures 
after that, two each week, I am to commence and speak. Heaven 
knows what I shall say. There will not, with those dilatory print- 
ers, be a single moment devotable rightly to preparation. I feel 
as if I were to be flung overboard and bid swim or drown. On the 
whole, however, it is best I have long wished to tiy that thing, 
and now it is to be tried. Nay, I am sure farther I can succeed in 
it with a fair chance. C!ourage ! Swim or drown. . . . This 
year we are in will probably settle something as to me. I seem as 
if I were going to make what a servant of ours called ' an ea^plosnre 
in the Kent Boad, ma'am.' I am driven not to care two straws 
whether or not. Fortune has had me aux abois for a good while, 
and I have looked defiance in the t^eth of her. The longer I live, 
fame seems to me a more wretched ' KimmerOy* really and truly a 
thing to be shied of if it came. I think of Rousseau's case some- 
times, and pray Grod I might be enabled to break whinstone rather, 
or cut peats, and maintain an unfevered heart. God keep us all, 
I pray again, from the madness of popularity. I never knew one 
whom it did not injure. I have known strong men whom it killed. 

The mother, of coni*se, had to be informed. 

I am to lecture (he wrote to her) , actually and bodily to make my 
appearance. They are gathering an audience of Marchionesses, 
Ambassadors, ah me ! and what not : all going like a house on fire. 
The comfort is that I know something about the subject, and have 
a tongue in my head ; one way or another doubtless I shall come 
through. 

There was additional anxiety. Mrs. Carlyle in the cold 
spring weather had canght an influenza, and was seriously 
ill again. 

She has lain there six days (the same letter continued) in great 
distress, with very little, sometimes with no sleep, coughing con- 
siderably. My poor ^' ' ' ! We have a doctor, a skilful sort of 
man, I thj'^' >ctor. He looks grave about it, says 
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that at present there is no alarm, but that we must take care. Yi'U 
can fancy me sitting up to the neck in books and pax)ers, and hear- 
ing the sore cough on the other side of the wall. I have sent for 
Mrs. Welsh, or rather I have told her to be getting ready. She 
will probably come very soon. It is a great blessing that my own 
health holds out so well 

The alarm about Mrs. Carlyle passed off ; a change of 
weather carried away the inflnenza ; Mrs. Welsh came up, 
and was most welcome, though the occasion of the sum- 
mons was gone. All thoughts in Cheyne Row were now 
directed to the lectures. Carlyle had never spoken in 
public, save a few words once at a dinner at Dumfries. 
With all his self-assertion he was naturally a shy man, 
and only those who are either perfectly un-selfconscious 
or perfectly impudent can look without alarm to a first ap- 
pearance on a platform. As the appointed day approached 
there was a good deal of anxiety among his friends. Men 
of high sincerity seldom speak well. It is an art to which 
they do not incline, being careful about truth, and know- 
ing how diflScult it is to adhere to truth in rapid and ex- 
cited delivery. With skill and ti-aining even a sincere 
man can speak tolerably without telling many lies ; but he 
is weighted heavily against competitors who care for 
nothing but effect. Carlyle, quoting Goethe, compared 
speech-making to swimming. It is more like skating. 
When a man stands on skates upon ice for the first time, 
his feet seem to have no hold under him ; he feels that if 
he stirs he will fall ; he does fall ; the spectators laugh ; 
he is ashamed and angry at himself ; he plunges off some- 
how, and finds soon that if he is not afraid he can at least 
go forward. This much the sincere man arrives at on the 
platform without extraordinary difficulty ; and if he has 
any truth to utter he can contrive to utter it, so that wise 
hearers will understand him. The curving and winding, 
the graceful sweeps this way and that way in endless con- 
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volutions, he leaves to the oratorical expert, with whom 
he has no desire to put himself in competition. 

I lie quiet (Carlyle wrote to liis mother three days before the 
exhibition), and have the greatest appetite in the world to do 
nothing at all. On Monday at three o'clock comes my first lect- 
ure, but I mean to take it as coolly as possible. It is neither 
death nor men's lives, whether I speak well or sx)eak ill or do 
nothing but gasp. One of my friends was enquiring about it 
lately. I told him some days ago I could speak abundantly and 
cared nothing about it. At other times I felt as if, when the Monday 
came, the natural speech for me would be this : * Good Chris- 
tians, it has become entirely impossible for me to talk to yon 
about German or any literature or terrestrial thing; one request 
only I have to make, that you would be kind enough to cover me 
under a tub for the next six weelis and to go your ways with all 
my blessing.' This were a result well worth remarking; but it 
is not likely to be this. On the whole, dear mother, fear nothing. 
One great blessing is that in three weeks it must be done one way 
or another. It will be over then, and all well. 

Nobody could feel assured that something strange might 
not happen. One acquaintance was afraid he would spoil 
all by beginning with ' Gentlemen and ladies,' putting the 
ladies last. It was more likely, his wife said, that he 
would begin with ' Men and women,' or with ' Fool creat- 
ures come hither for diversion.' 

In point of fact, Carlyle acted like himself — not like 
other people, for that he could not do. He had the usual 
diflSculties. Even when he was at ease, his speech, if he 
was in earnest, was not smooth and flowing, but turbid 
like a river in a flood. In the lecture-room he had the 
invariable preliminary fear of breaking down. He had to 
pause often before words would come, for he was scrupu- 
lous to say nothing which he did not mean. When he 
became excited, he spoke with a broad Annandale accent 
and with the abrupt manners which he had learnt in his 
father's house. But the end of it was that the lectures 
were excellent in themselves and delivered with strange 
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impressiveness. Though unpolished, he was a gentleman 
in every fibre of him, never to be mistaken for anything 
else ; and the final effect was the same as that which was 
produced by his writings, that here was a new man with 
something singular to say which well deserved attention. 
Of the first lecture Carlyle writes : — 

There was plenty of incondite stuff, and a furious determination 
on the poor lecturer's part not to break down. I pitied myself, so 
agitated, terrified, driven desperate and furious ; but I found I 
had no remedy, necessity compelling. 

When all was over, he sent a full account to his brother. 

To John Carlyle, Rome, 

Chelsea : May 80, 1837. 

As to the lectures the thing went off not without effect, and I 
have great cause to be thankful I am so handsomely quit of it. 
The audience, composed of mere quality and notabilities, was 
very humane to me. They seemed indeed to be not a little as- 
tonished at the wild Annandale voice which occasionally grew 
high and earnest. In these cases they sate as still under me as 
stones. I had, I think, two hundred and odd. The pecuniary 
net result is 135/., the expenses being great; but the ulterior 
issues may be less inconsiderable. It seems possible I may get 
into a kind of way of lecturing, or otherwise speaking direct to 
my fellow-creatures, and so get delivered out of this awful quag- 
mire of difficulties in which you have so long seen me struggle 
and wriggle. Heaven be thanked that it is done this time so 
tolerably, and we here still alive. I hardly ever in my life had 
such a moment as that of the commencement when you were 
thinking of me at Eome. My printers had only ceased the day 
before. I was wasted and fretted to a thread. My tongue, let 
me drink as I would, continued dry as charcoal. The people were 
there ; I was obliged to tumble in and start. Ach Gott ! But it 
was got through, and so here we are. Our mother was hlack-haisedy 
though I had written to her to be only white-haised. But she read 
the notice in the * Times,' and * wept,' she tells me, and again read 
it. Jane went to the last four lectures and did not faint. 

And now I am delving in the garden to compose myself, and 
meaning to have things leisurely settled up here, and then start 
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for Sootlaiid. I shcmld mnch appcore of jaar acbeme of our going 
all in a bo^. Indeed I have tried it eveiy way, bnt it will not do. 
Qoiet observation forces on me the oonclnsion that Jane and her 
mother cannot Uye together. Very sad and miserable, yon will 
say. Troly, but so it is ; and I am further bound to say that the 
cbief blame does Terily not lie at our side of the house. Nay, 
who would be in haste to lay any blame anywhere ? But poor 
Mrs. Welsh, with literally the best intentions, is a person you can- 
not live with peaceably on any other terms I could ever discover 
than those of disregarding altogether the whims, emotions, ca- 
prices, and conclusions she takes up chameleonlike by the thou- 
sand daily. She and I do very well together on these terms : at 
least I do. But Jane and she cannot Hve so. Mrs. Welsh seems 
to think of going off home in a short time. Jane prefers being 
left here, and thinks that she could even do better without the 
perpetual pouting and fretting she is tried with. 

My own health is not fundamentally hurt. Best will cure me. 
I must be a toughish kind of a lath after all; for my life here 
these three years has been sore and stem, almost frightful ; noth- 
ing but eternity beyond it, in which seemed any peace. Perhaps 
better days are now b^inning. €k>d be thanked we can still do 
without such ; still and always if so it be. ... I grow better 
daily ; I delve, as you heard ; I walk much, generally alone through 
the lanes and parks; I have lived much alone for a long time, 
refusing to go anywhere ; finding no pleasure in going anywhere 
or speaking with anyone. 

Mrs. Carlyle was allowed to read this letter with the 
remarks on her mother, for she adds a P.S. 

I do not find that my husband has given you any adequate notion 
of the success of his lectures ; but you will make large allowance 
for the known modesty of the man. Nothing that he has ever 
tried seems to me to have carried such conviction to the public 
heart that he is a real man of genius, and worth being kept alive 
at a moderate rate. Lecturing were surely an easier profession 
than authorship. We shall see. My cough is quite gone, and 
there is no consumption about me at present. I expect to grow 
strong, now that he has nothing more to worry him. 

Miss Wi^°'^*" and Miss Martineau had done well for 
^ lecture adventure. They had brought 
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him directly under the public eye at an important moment 
of his life ; but far more than that, they had solved the 
pioblem whether it was possible for him to continue in 
London and follow his trade. 135?., to the modest house- 
hold in Cheyne Row, was not only, as Carlyle called it, 
* financial safety ' for a year to come, but it was wealth 
and luxury. Another course had been promised for the 
season following, the profits of which could hardly be less, 
and with a safe income of 150Z. a year the thrifty pair 
would feel superior to fortune. At all events the heavy 
veil on the future had now lifted. There would be no 
more talk of the American backwoods, or of a walk over 
Europe like Teuf elsdrockh. No ' roup ' need be feared in 
Cheyne Kow, or even such pinch of penury as had been 
already experienced there. Life and labor were now made 
possible on honest terms, and literary recognition, if it 
was to come at all, conld be waited for without starvation. 
It was as if some cursed enchanter's spell had been broken. 
How the fetters had galled, Carlyle hardly knew till he 
began to stretch his limbs in freedom. Tiie ' French 
Revolution' was published immediately afterwards. It 
was not ' subscribed for ' among the booksellers. The 
author's name was unknown to most of them, and the rest 
had no belief in him. The book itself, style and matter, 
was so new, so unlike anything that had ever been seen 
before, that the few who read it knew not what to say or 
think. The reviewers were puzzled. Such a fabric could 
not be appraised at once like a specimen from a familiar 
loom. The sale at first was slow, almost nothing; but 
Carlyle was not dissatisfied with the few opinions which 
reached him. ' Some,' he said, ^ condemn me, as is very 
natural, for affectation ; others are hearty, even passionate 
[as Mill], in their estimation ; on the whole, it strikes me 
as not unlikely that the book may take some hold of the 
English people, and do them and itself a little good.' 
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One letter especially pleased him. ^Jeffrey/ he said, 
writes to me full of good angary, of praise and blame, and 
how I shall infallibly be mnch praised and much blamed, 
and, on the whole, carry my point : really a kind hearty 
letter from the little man.' This was well enough, but 
months would pass before anything could be gathered like 
a general verdict ; and Carlyle, after the long strain, was 
sinking into lassitude. 

To John Steriing. 

Chelaea : Jane 7, 1887. 

BeviewB and magazines, and the other Egyptian plagues of what 
is called literature, do in these days fill me with a kind of sacred 
horror, equal at least to the plagae of frogs ; introsiYe into yonr 
Y617 faread-OTen. Seriously, howeVer, I am heartily glad to know 
that yon are writing, publishing in t^ Tehicle or the other. One 
must take snch vehicles as there are. Lay thy manna on the dog's- 
meat tray, since there is no other, and let the hawker hawk it 
among his qnadrapeds. If by chance a biped pass that way, he 
will snatch it and appropriate it, thon knowest not how. . . . 
Verily, this whole world grows magical and hyper-magical to me : 
death written on all, yet everlasting life also written on alL How 
Homers, and Mahomets, and Bolwers, and snnffy Socinian 
preachers, and all people and things thdkt sojourned on earth, go 
marching, marching, towards the Inane, till, as yonr boys say, 
Flop ! they are not. I have done nothing of late but dig earth 
and brick rubbish in this little garvlen so called, and walk solitary 
in the lanes, avoiding rather than seeking the face of man. Very 
spectral I am every way. 

Your father and I go along very lovingly, with a certain broad- 
side of logic now and then, each to show the other that he does 
oany gunpowder. Smoko ov«>r the masthead on these occasions ; 
but it seems to puriiV tho air betwtH^u us* and then we sail along 
in the sweetest mannt>r« giL4)tl«!^ as babos in the wood. 

I met Maurice in thti> Stjrand yivHtimlj^r. H** is i?rowing broader, 
thicker, and gi>ts a clorioal air. X kuv^w not why I should not wish 
him clerical as an Eu^li^ cU^^>;tX^\«u\» nvI I newr do. His vehe- 
ment earnestness in twisting ^uo^^ a u^(>^ of $;mivI as I reckon that 
to be, occasious mo at Uin^^ a <H>rl<\(u mi^vtug — ^written very 
legible to my eyv^a st^mvU th^> dvKvw vMt <lial tlung^ 
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I cannot say a word to you of the book or of the lectures, except 
that by the unspeakable blessing of Heaven they are finished. 
My hearers were mixtiform dandiacal of both sexes, Dryasdustical 
(Hallam, &c.), ingenuons, ingenious, and grew, on the whole, 
more and more silent. As to the book, I rather avoid hearing 
about it ; what clash there may be about it, of lamentation, admo- 
nition. The style ! oh the style ! I 

You announce that you are rather quitting philosophy and the- 
ology — ^I predict that you will quit them more and more. I give 
it you as my decided prognosis that the two provinces in ques- 
tion are become Theorem, brain-web and shadow, wherein no 
earnest soul can find solidity for itself. Shadow, I say ; yet the 
shadow projected from an everlasting reality that is within our- 
selves. Quit the shadow, seek the yeaUty. 

Mill is in better health, still not in good. The set of people he 
is in, is one that I have to keep out of. No class of mortals ever 
profited me less. There is a vociferous platitude in them, a 
mangy hungry discontent ; their very joy like that of a thing 
scratching itself under disease of the itch. Mill was infinitely too 
good for them ; but he would have it, and his fate would. I love 
him much as a friend frozen in ice for me.^ 

A few days after the date of this letter, Carlyle fled to 
Scotland fairly broken down. He had fought and won 
his long battle. The reaction had come, and his strangely 
organised nervous system was shattered. He went by sea 
from Liverpool to Annan. His brother Alick had come 
to meet him at Annan pier, and together they walked up 
to Ecclefechan. The view from the road across the Sol- 
way to the Cumberland mountains is one of the most 
beautiful in the island. The brother having some busi- 
ness in a cottage, Carlyle was left alone leaning on a mile- 
stone and looking back on the scene. * Tartarus itself,' lie 
says, ' and the pale kingdoms of Dis, could not have been 
more preternatural to me — most stern, gloomy, sad, grand 
yet terrible, yet steeped in woe.' The spot had been 
familiar to him from childhood. The impression was not 

> The lost two paragraphs ^re ti^en from another letter to Sterling, and aif 
added here for brevity. 
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a momentary emotion, but abode with him for many years. 
Let not the impatient reader call it affectation or exaggera- 
tion. If he does, he will know nothing of Carlyle. These 
spectral visions were part of his nature, and always 
haunted him when his mind had been overstrained. He 
stayed at Scotsbrig two months, wholly idle, reading 
novels, smoking pipes in the garden with his mother, 
hearing notices of his book from a distance, but not look- 
ing for them or caring about them. ' The weather,' he 
says in a letter, 'after a long miserable spring, is the 
beautifullest I ever saw. The trees wave peaceful music 
in front of my window, which is shoved up to the very 
top. Mother is washing in the kitchen to my left. The 
soimd of Jamie building his peat-stack is audible, and they 
are storing potatoes down below. . . . My soul's one 
wish is to be left alone, to hear the rustle of the trees, the 
music of tlie burn, and lie vacant, as ugly and stupid as I 
like. There is soothing and healing for me in the green 
solitude of these simple places. I bless myself that the 
broiling horror of London is far away. A favourable re- 
view in the " Chronicle ; " a favourable review in the 
"London and Westminster," &c., &c. — no one of these 
have I yet set eyes on. I find it at bottom hurtful to look 
after the like — one has a prurient titillability of that kind 
extremely despicable, which it is better wholly to steer 
clear of.' 

A very beautiful letter follows, to Sterling, 

To John Sterling. 

Scotsbrig : July 28, 1837. 
There is no idler, sadder, quieter, more ghostlike man in tlie world 
even now than I. Most weary, flat, stale, seem to me all the elec- 
tioneerings, and screechings, and jibberings, that the earth is tilled 
with, in these, or indeed in any days. Men's very sorrows, and 
the tears one's heart weeps when the eye is diy, what is in that 
either? In an hour. ' *' leath make it all still again ? Never- 

theless the " " ne Bum we call it — still leaps into 



Holiday at Scotsbrig. 95 

its *ca'udron* here, gashes clear as crystal through the chasms 
and dingles of its * Linn,* singing me a song with slight variations 
of score these several thousand years — a song better for me than 
Pasta's I I look on the sapphire of St. Bees head and the Solway 
mirror from the gable window. I ride to the top of Blaweery, and 
see all round from Ettrick Fen to Helvellyn, from Tyndale and 
Northumberland to Oaimsmuii* and Ayrshire. Voir c^esi avoir, A 
brave old earth after all, in which, as above said, I am content to 
acquiesce without quaiTel, and, at lowest, hold my peace. One 
night, late, I rode through the village where I was bom. The 
old kirkyard tree, a huge old gnarled ash, was nestling itself 
softly against the great twilight in the north. A star or two 
looked out, and the old graves were all there, and my father and 
my sister ; and God was above us alL' 

To his wife he wrote regularly, but in a tone somewhat 
constrained. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle. 

Scotsbrig : July 23, 1837. 
Many thanks, my dear Bairn, for thy two long lively letters, the 
faithful reflex of that cockney-land phantasmagory, all glittering 
and whirling with changeful sights and sounds, from opem sou'^es 
to madhouse cells, in which, however, this one satisfactory fact 
evinces itself, that my poor Jeannie is tolerably well in it, and 
enjoys herself a little there. Suave mam mag no. I, sitting here 
on the safe brink, have not had two gladder hours than thy two 
franks gave me. It is a pity, and perhaps not a pity, that so lively 
a pen did not turn itself to writing of books. My coagito^\ too, might 
become a distinguished female. Nay, after all, who knows ? But 
perhaps we are better as we are, * probably just as well.* I know 
not why, did pure Utilitarian intellect rule us, I should write a 
letter to-day. A newspaper, and two strokes to indicate from the 
bottom of my ditch that nothing is wrong with me, and a third, 
if that were at any time needful, to indicate that I do with my 
whole soul wish you well — this really is the amount of all that, 
with quires of paper, I could write. I am doing nothing : wit- 
nessing nothing. My stupidity is great, my sadness, my tran- 
quillity. Nothing more ghostlike diversifies anywhere the green 
surface of July in this world. But yet if to anybody on earth, 
then surely to thee, its partner of good and evil,, does the poor 
worn-out soul of me turn. I will clatter and croak witli thee for 
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an honr. They say I am growing better, looking better. I do 
believe it is a kind of road towards bettemess that I am travelling. 
This is the snm of all my news. Very generally the history of my 
day is somewhat thus : Breakfast shortly after snch honr as I 
awake at, any time from seven till nine ; shaving, dawdling, read- 
ing, smoking, till dinner abont two or three ; a ride on a little 
violent walking pony of Jamie's, oftenest to the top of Blaweeiy, 
where I have the benefit of total solitnde, and a prospect of wide 
miles of sea and air; then tea, succeeded again by dawdling, 
smoking, reading, and clatter, till porridge come, and eleven 
o'clock and sleep. No man need do less. I cannot be said to 
think of anything. I merely look and drowsily mnse. When tide 
and weather serve, I ride down to bathe. Alick or Maty gets me 
np some victual, I smoke a pipe, and amble home again. 

Spenser's knight, sorely wounded in his fight with the 
dragon, fell back under the enchanted tree whence 

flowed, as from a well, 
A trickling stream of balm most sovereign. 
Life and long health that gracious ointment gave. 
And deadly wounds could heal, and rear again 
The senseless corse appointed for the grave. 
Into that same he fell which did from death him save. 

What that tree was to the bleeding warrior, the poor 
Annadale farmhouse, its quiet innocence, and the aifec- 
tionate kindred there, proved then as always to Carlyle, 
for he too had been fighting dragons and been heavily 
beaten upon. One more letter may be given, which ex- 
plains the tone in which he had written to Chelsea. 

To John Carlyle. 

Scotsbrig : August 12. 

Our good mother keeps very well here. She and I have been 
out once or twice for two hours, helping Jamie with his hay. She 
is * waul as an eel ' while working. She cooks our little meal which 
we eat peaceably together. She mends clothes, bakes scons, is 
very fond of newspapers, especially Radical ones, and stands up 
for the rights of man. She has toiled on into near the end of the 
Seconal ' ' French Eevolution,* not without consider- 
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able understanding of it, though the French names are a sad clog. 
She will make it out pretty completely by-and-by. 

Jane represents herself as better than she was, but far enough 
from welL I do not at all like the state she is in, but I cannot 
alter it. I try always to hope it will alter. She writes in great 
spirits ; but there is no fund of real cheerfulness. There is not 
even a serious melancholy visible. My poor Jane I 

Cavaignac is angry with me for my treatment of the Sea-green 
man * and impartialite generally. I take no side in the matter. 
How very singular ! As to the success of the book I know almost 
nothing, but suppose it to be considerably greater than I expected. 
I understand there have been many reviews of a very mixed char- 
acter. I got one in the ' Times * last week. The writer is one 
Thackeray, a half-monstrous Cornish giant, kind of painter, Cam- 
bridge man, and Paris newspaper correspondent, who is now writ- 
ing for his life in London. I have seen him at the BuUers' and at 
Sterling's. TTia article is rather like him, and I suppose calculated 
to do the book good. 

> Bobespierr*. 
Vol. III.— 7 



CHAPTER V. 

A.D. 1837-^. MT. 42-43. 

Effects of the book — Change in Carlyle's position — ^Thonghts on 
the cholera — Article on Sir Walter Scott — ^Proposals for a col- 
lection of miscellanies — ^Lord Monteagle — ^The great world — 
T. Erskine — Literature as a profession — Miss Martinean — 
Popularity — Second course of lectures — ^Financial results — 
Increasing fame. 

Autumn, as usual, brought back the migratory London 
flocks, and among them Carlyle. He found his wife bet- 
ter in health, delighted to have him again at her side, and 
in lightened humour altogether. She knew, though he, 
so little vain was he, had failed as yet to understand it, 
that he had returned to a changed position, that he was 
no longer lonely and neglected, but had taken his natural 
place among the great writers of his day. Popular he 
might not be. Popularity with the multitude he had to 
wait for many a year ; but he was acknowledged by all 
whose judgment carried weight with it to have become 
actually what Goethe had long ago foretold that he would 
be — a new moral force in Europe, the extent of which 
could not be foreseen, but must be great and might be im- 
measurable, lie was still poor, wretchedly poor accord- 
ing to the modern standard. But the Carlyles did not 
think about standards, and on that score had no more 
anxieties. He had no work on hand or immediate desire 
for any. He was able to tell his brother John that, 
*haviTi<» '^'^ ' "-o write in the coming year, he would 
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not feel so fretted and would fret no one else : there would 
be a clieerfuller household than of old.' An article on 
Sir Walter Scott had been promised to Mill, and a subject 
had to be thought of for the next Spring's lectures. Both 
of these would be easy tasks. Meanwhile, he discovered 
that his wife was right. ' He was to be considered as a 
kind of successful man. The poor book had done him 
real service in truth, had been abundantly reviewed and 
talked about and belauded; neither, apparently, had it 
yet done.' He sent to Scotsbrig cheery accounts of him- 
self. 'I find John Sterling here,' he said, 'and many 
friends, all kinder each than the other to me. With talk 
and locomotion the days pass cheerfully till I rest and gird 
myself together again. They make a great talk about 
the book, which seems to have succeeded in a far higher 
degree than I looked for. Everybody is astonished at 
every other body's being pleased with this wonderful per- 
formance.' 

To Margaret CarlyU, Scotsbrig, 

Chelsea: October 9, 1837. 

People all say, * How much better you look I ' The grand im- 
provement I trace is that of being far calmer than I was, the im- 
mense fuff having subsided into composure. . . . I have seen 
most of my friends that are here. All people are very good to me. 
Doubt not, dear mother, I shall be able to do better now, have 
a far better chance. My book has been abundantly reviewed, 
praised, and discussed. Fraser also tells me it is steadfastly mak- 
ing way. Also I must mention a strange half -daft Edinburgh gen- 
tleman that called here last week to congratulate. He however 
went upon the old article * Characteristics,* and illtistrified us at a 
great rate ; an elder of the Kirk, brimful of religion, a very queer 
man indeed. At bottom I fancy you, dear mother, apprehensive 
now that we shall err in the other way, that it will * tak haV o* thee, 
Tom J* No fear, no fear at aU ! When one is turned of forty and 
has almost twenty years of stomach disease to draw upon, there 
is great safety as to that. A voice from the interior of the liver 
cries out too sternly * What's ta use ou't ? * 
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In his extremest poverty Carlyle had always contrived 
his little presents to give his mother comforts which she 
would never have allowed to herself. Kow, feeling him- 
self easy and on the way to what, in his estimate of such 
things, would be riches, he sent her a more generous of- 
fering. * And what jyicture is this, dear mother ? ' he 
said, enclosing a bank note. * It is to buy you a little keg 
of ale, and some warm things through the winter. The 
money I gave you last you gave wholly away again, or almost 
wholly. It is a thing totally absurd. 1 beg you to accept 
this, and I insist upon it ; and write me, when you next 
take up the pen, not useless speech, but an account of all 
the warm clothings and furnishings Jenny * and you have 
laid in by my order.* Then, as always, Carlyle's gener- 
osity was in an ' inverse ratio ' to his means. His expend- 
iture on himself was to the last thrifty, even to parsimony, 
while he scarcely seemed to know what he gave away to 
others. 

John Carlyle, not finding sufficient occupation in attend- 
ing on Lady Clare, was practising as a physician at Rome 
on his own account. The cholera had broken out there, 
and he was giving his service gratis among the poor. 
There were universal terror, selfishness, and inhumanity ; 
the Pope and the Monsignori had shown particular cow- 
ardice ; the inferior priests had been brave and devoted. 
John had written about all this to Chelsea. 

Men are great blockheads (Carlyle answered) and very miserable. 
Your letter is a true emblem of a country suffering dreadfully by 
Heaven's visitation, and still more by its own folly and frenzy. Wo 
remember well enougli how it was in Dumfriesshire, yet with this 
difference in our favour, that village was not shut against village, 
and we had only the madness of fear in an isolated inorganic shape. 
God preserve you, dear brother, in the midst of these perils ! As 
I used to say to myself, ' Are we not at all times near to dRoiht 
separated from us by a mere film ? * God will preserve us till our 

1 The youngest sister, still hying at Scotsbrig. 
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days and their work are done. Therefore, at least, we will not 
live in bondage to the vile tyranny of fear. Expose not yourself 
without duty to do ; but with duty again one will dread no expos- 
ure. As for you, you had a distinct call to go and seek your daily 
bread. Would to Heaven it were well over for you all ! 

Another interesting letter came about the heroism of 
the poorer clergy, which led to a long reply. 

To John Carlyle, 

Chelsea : November 7, 1837. 
Danger of death is something ; but the madnesftolHaakOxlala'Un- 
4 gr hia^<6 panic storming round _Qjie is more inaupportable than 
any dang er. VVe^ad r^brts last week that cholem was in Lon- 
don too ; but the news did not take. Indeed Oockneydom is too 
busy to yield lightly to panic. Cholera, as I used to tell the gab- 
bling blockheads, holds nothing in it that the pitifullest catarrh, 
the fall of a roof, the breakdown of a hackney-coach may not hold. 
Death ! That is the utmost the crash of the whole solar and stel- 
lar system could bring on us ; and to that we have been used for 
6,000 years now, or nearly so. For the rest we will honour the 
Jesuits and other poor priests, and pity the Monsignori and the 
* Holiness of our Lord,* to whom the faith of a common Eussian 
soldier does not seem to have been vouchsafed in this instance. 
But it was so at Dumfries too. Only one clergyman dared enter 
their horror of a hospital there, and he was an old Roman Cath- 
oHc. Walter Dunlop carried it at length so far that he ventured 
on praying through a window, with or without beneJ&t. . . . For 
myseK (he goes on now to speak of other things) there is little to be 
bragged of, but yet nothing specially to be complained of. I feel 
a great change in me accomplished and going on ; a state of hu- 
mour in many points new, unnamed, of which in its present state 
it is above all unpleasant and useless to speak. My life is full of 
sadness, streaked with wild gleamings of a very strange joy, but 
habitually sad enough. The dead seem as much my companions 
as the living ; death as much present with me as life. The only 
wise thing I can do is to hold my tongue and see what will come 
of it. In regard to temporals, I believe if I had these two, health 
and impudence, I might make great way here ; but having neither 
of them, one sees not so well how it will bo ; one knows not 
which may be best. Alas ! I ti-ace in myself such a devilish tlispo- 
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Bition on many sides, such abysses of self-conceit, disgust, and in- 
satiability, I think many times it were better and safer I were kept 
always sunk, pinched in the ice of poverty and obscnrity till death 
quietly received me and I were at rest. If you call this hypochon- 
driacal, consider the unutterable discrepancy that lies in these two 
facts ; a man becoming notable as a light or rushlight of his gen- 
eration, and possessed of resources to serve him three or four 
months without an outlook beyond. I suppose I shall have to 
lecture again in spring, God knows on what. No blessing in the 
world were dearer to me than that of being allowed now to hold 
my peace for a twelvemonth. If I had wings I would fly to Italy, 
fly to Saturn, somewhither where I could be let alone. And yet, 
dear Jack, through all this black weather of sorrow and imbecility 
there is verily one glance of improvement very generally discern- 
ible, the deep settled invincible determination to be at rest. In 
my saddest moments I say, ' Well, then, we shall go to ruin, to 
death if thou wilt. But we will not rage about it ; we will rest. 
There will be rest then ; I hoi)e, and really almost believe, there 
is the beginning of a new life for me in this symptom, which is a 
deep and genuine one.* 

Ills mother need not have been afraid that ' it would 
tak' lial' o' thee, Tom.' In spite of the ' devilisli disposi- 
tion,' the ' abysses of conceit,' that he spoke of, Carlyle 
did not mean to be spoilt by becoming notable. 

There is nothing I am thankfuller for (he said) than to feel my- 
self pretty well assured that neither the staying out of fame, nor 
still more the coming of it in any quantity, can at this time do me 
much mischief. The liveliest image of hell on earth that I can 
form to myself is that of a poor bladder of a creature, blown up 
by popular wind, and bound to keep himself blown under pain of 
torment very severe, and with torment all the while, and the 
cracking to pieces of all good that was in him. I have looked on 
this close at hand, and do shudder at it as the sternest doom that 
can befall a son of Adam. Let me break stones on the highway 
rather, and be in my own heart at peace. It is this that I reckon 
to be the great reward of my fierce fight of these later years. I 
do feel peaceable, and with a peace not dependent on other men 
or outward thing?, b^^* •nyself. God be thanked for it, and 
make it grow » 
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The Journal, which had been silent for almost a year, 
now begins to speak again. 

Journal. 

November 15, 1837. — ^Not a word written here till now. Jane 
fell sick (to the extent of terrifying me) in the saddest circnm- 
stances eveiy way, directly after lecture on German literature, in 
the first week in May. Horrid misery of that in my then state of 
nerves ! Book ont about 1st of June. Jane's mother here. I off 
to Scotland on the 20th of that month, where I lay like one buried 
alive till the middle of September, when I returned hither in a 
kind of dead-alive state, for which there was no name, of which 
there was no writing. Why chronicle it? The late long effort 
had really all but killed me ; not the writing of the book, but the 
writing of it amid such sickness, poverty, and despair. The re- 
ception of it, everyone says, is good, and so good. It may be so ; 
but to me the blessing of blessings is that I am free of it. 

Did I not need humbling ? Have I not got it ? Have I yet got 
enough of it ? That last is the question. I have felt in a general 
way as if I should like never to write any line more in the world. 
Literature ! Oh Literature ! Oh that Literature had never been 
devised ! Theu, perhaps, were I a living man, and not a half- 
dead enchanted spectre-hunted nondescript. 

On the whole, however, resting and * lazily simmering ' will no 
longer do. This day I must begin writing again — article — bad 
luck to it - on Sir Walter Scott, for Mill's Eeview. I return, not 
like a warrior to his battle-field, but like a galley-slave scourged 
back by the whip of necessity. Surely in a few years I shall 
either get out of this dreadful state by some alleviation, or else 
die and sink under it. I feel in general that my only hope is to 
die. Take up the oar, however, and tug, since it must be so. 

The Scott article was written as it appears unaltered in 
the * Miscellanies.' Carlyle was not himself pleased with 
it, and found the task at one moment disgusting. He be- 
gan it with indifference. The * steam got up,' and he fell 
into what he called ' the old, sham happy, nervously ex- 
cited mood too well known to him.' The world was sat- 
isfied, and what such a man as Oarlyle had deliberately to 
say about Scott will always be read with interest ; but he 
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evidently did not take to the subject with cordial sym- 
pathy. A man so sternly in earnest could never forgive 
Sir AValter for squandering such splendid gifts on amus- 
ing people, and for creating a universal taste for amuse- 
ment of that description. He did not perhaps improve 
his humour by reading, while he was writing the paper, 
the strongest imaginable contrast to the * Waverley Nov- 
els,' Dante's * Inferno.' He found Dante * uphill work,' 
*but a great and enduring thing.' 'It is worth noting,' he 
says with a glance at Scott, * how loth we are to read great 
works ; how much more willingly we cross our legs, back 
to candles, feet to fire, over some " Pickwick " or lowest 
trash of that nature. The reason is, we are very indolent, 
very wearied, and forlorn, and read oftenest chiefly that 
we may forget ourselves. Consider what popularity in 
that case must mean.' 

Signs appeared, nevertheless, that the public could now 
find something, either amusement or instruction, or pleas- 
ure of some kind, in Carlyle*s own writings. The ' French 
Revolution ' had made an alteration in this respect. The 
publishers spoke to him about reprinting * Sartor,' about 
an edition of his collected articles.' The question had be- 
come one of terms only, for the risk could be ventured. 
* Changed times,' as he half bitterly observed to his 
mother. ' Fraser sent for me the other day to propose 
that he should reprint Teufelsdrockh and my review arti- 
cles collected into volumes. The wind has changed there 
at any rate. The last time he heard of Teufelsdrockh he 
shrieked at the very notion. Seriously it is good news 
this, an infallible sign that the other book prospers — nay, 
still better, a sign that I shall either now or at some time 
get a little cash by these poor scattered papers. I have re- 
sol ve<l that Fraser, for his old acn^atn^s sake and for my own 
sake, shall not have the printinoj of the volumes without 
some very respectable suui of money now, and not screams.' 
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Sterling had gone abroad again for the winter, and with 
liim the correspondence was renewed. He was deeply at- 
tached to Sterling, and his letters to him are always char- 
acteristic. They had disputed, it seems, about Goethe, 
Sterling refusing, as it seemed, to see Goethe as Carlyle 
saw him, and holding to the theory common in England 
about a great intellect with a depraved heart, &c. 

To John Sterling, 

Chelsea : December 25, 1837. 

Nothing can equal my languor, my silent stagnation. In this 
state I wrote a long rigmarole on Walter Scott, a thing deserving 
instant fire-death. No moi*tal could have less wish to speak a syl- 
lable about Scotfcj or indeed about anything in heaven or in earth, 
than I then and now. But the will of destiny must be obeyed. 
My sole wish is that I could get to hold my tongue for twelve 
months to come. It is a wish and almost a necessity, for which I 
am occasionally devising schemes. 

We will go on hoping — the thing that I used to call * desperate 
hope.' Nay, on the whole, I really do always beheve that I am 
on the way towards peace and health, both of body and mind. I 
go along like a planet Jupiter with his five belts, which are sup- 
posed to be five storm-zones full of tempests, rain, and thunder 
and Hghtning, Jupiter himself very tranquilly progressing in the 
middle of them. There ! see if you can do the like. Yon clear 
Phosphorus smiling always in the sun's face, clear Mercury hving 
always in the Sun's arms, and at a temperature, they say, hotter 
than redhot iron. Such planets, are they not extremely peculiar 
in the world ? , . . As to Goethe, no other man whatever, as 
I say always, has yet ascertained what Christianity is to us, and 
what Faganity is, and all manner of other anilies, and been alive at 
all points in his own year of grace with the life appropriate to that. 
This, in brief, is the definition I have always given of the man since 
I first knew him. The sight of such a man was to me a Gospel of 
Gospels, and did literally, I believe, save me from destruction out- 
ward and inward. We are far parted now, but the memory of him 
shall be ever blessed to me as that of a dehverer from death. But 
on the whole — oh John ! — ^what a belief thou hast in tlie devil ! I 
declare myself an entire sceptic in that faith. Was there, is there, 
or will there be a great intellect ever heard tell of without first a 
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trae and great heart to begin with ? Never, if my experience and 
faith in this God's world have tanght me anything at all. Think 
it not, suspect it not. Worse blasphemy I conld not readily ntter. 
Nay, look into your own heart, and consider if the devil's name is 
darkness^ and that only — Eigendunkd: the blackest kind of dark- 
ness, and wicked enough for any purpose. 

Fear no seeing man, therefore. Know that ^ is in heaven, who' 
ever else be not ; thatthea£c^:;g^i^Ettj,^8^l8§y^^^ 
I call this my fortielh Cnufcn Article, which aD8orb8mtoiPljfi& 
covers up in silence all the other thirty-nine. 

Internallj at his own home things were going briglitly 
with Carlyle. It was the coldest winter remembered in 
England, Mui*phy's winter, when the Thames was frozen 
from Oxford to Reading; but his wife remained well 
without signs of cough, and from all sides came signs of 
goodwill for the 'great writer' who was now becoriie 
famous. Scotsbrig sent its barrels of meal and butter. 
'AHck,' who, farming having gone ill with him, had 
started a shop in Ecclefechan, sent an offering of first-rate 
tobacco. 'Poor Alick!' his brother said, 'the first of his 
shop goods : we received them with a most wistful thank- 
fulness glad and wae.' This was no more that usual ; but 
Peers and Cabinet Ministers began to show a wish for a 
nearer acquaintance with a man who was so much talked 
of, and a singular compliment was paid him which later 
history makes really remarkable. ' Some people,' he said, 
'are beginning to imitate my style and such like. The 
"French Revolution" I knew from the first to be savage, 
an Orson of a book ; but the people have seen that it has 
a genuineness in it, and in consideration of that have par- 
doned all the rest. Coeur-de-Lion in the "Times" news- 
paper, whom some tliouglit me, proves to be Ben Disraeli, 
they say. I saw three of his things, and thought them 
rather good, of the grotesque kind.' 

Among the established 'great,' the first who held out a 
hand was Mr. Snring Rice, Lord Monteagle, afterwards 
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Cliancellor of the Exchequer in the Liberal Ministry. 
Spring liice was a statesman of the strict official school, 
not given to Carlylean modes of thinking ; but he was 
ready to welcome a man of genius, hoysrever little he might 
agree with him. His eldest son, Stephen Spring Kice, 
who died before liis father, being untied to officiality, 
could admire more freely ; and one at least of his sisters 
had been a subscriber to the lectures on German literature. 
Accordingly there came an invitation to Cheyne Row to 
an evening party. Carlyle would have refused, but his 
wife insisted that he should go. ' A. brilliant-looking thing 
it was,' he said, ' all very polite, Marchionesses, &c.,' with 
feelings exactly like ours, ' as my dear mother said of the 
foreign persons in Wilhelm Meister.' 

But he thought that Scotsbrig would be interested in 
hearing about the * fine folks ' among whom ' Tom ' was 
beginning to move ; so he sent a particular account of the 
adventure. 

To Margaret Carlyle^ Scotsbrig, 

Chelsea : February 15, 1838. 
We live quite quietly among a small circle of people who see ns 
from time to time, yet not so often as usual in the bitter weather. 
I do not go out much to dinners or soirees ; Jane does not go out 
at all, not even in the daytime, and accordingly has grown very 
impatient for mild weather again. However, she takes really 
handsomely to her indoor life, and has not been better, I think, 
these good many winters. We are generally alone in the even- 
ings, tranquil over our books and papers. What visitors and 
visiting we have are in the middle of the day. With my will I 
would go out nowhere in the evening. It never fails to do me 
more or less harm. My most remarkable party for a great while 
was at no smaller personage's than — ^who think you ? — the Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer. I went for the curiosity, for the honour 
of the thing. I could not help thinking : ' Here is the man that 
disposes annually of the whole revenue of England ; and here is 
another man who has hardly enough cash to buy potatoes and 
onions for himself. Fortune has for the time made these two 



108 Carlyl^a Life in London. 

tenants of one drawing-room.' The case, I believe, is that Miss 
Spring Bice, the Chancellor of the Exchequer's eldest daughter, 
was one of my German hearers last year, and took a fancy for my 
notability ; so her mother. Lady Theodosia, was obliged to be * at 
home ' for me. The i^eople were very kind ; Spring Rice himself 
a substantial good-humonred shifty-looking man of fifty. The 
rooms were genial with heat and light as the sxm at noon. There 
were high dames and distinguished males simmering about like 
people in the press of a June fair. The whole thing went off very 
well, and I returned about one in the morning with a headache that 
served me for more than a day after. ' It will help your lectures,' 
Jane said. May be so ; but in the mean time it has quite hindered 
my natural sleep and composure. 

Windsor Castle was another novelty with which Carlyle 
made acquaintance, having gone to visit a young Mr. 
Edgeworth * there. I mention this merely for his char- 
acteristic comment. 

The Castle and outside are very beautiful indeed, and sufficient 
to lodge a much larger figure than poor little Queen Victory. The 
kings hang there all in rows, with their gauderies about them, 
poor old King William the last, like so many shadows of a dream. 
Each hovers there for a year or two, and then eternity swallows him, 
and he lies as straight as old Wull Moor, the Galloway HusheL' 

Various other persons he fell in with, some of whom 
he had known before, some whom he met for the first 
time. His likes and dislikes of particular individuals 
throw marked light upon his own character. What he 
thought of Frederick Maurice has been already seen. 

The Maurices (he says again) are weaiisome and happily rare. 
All invitations * to meet the Maurices ' I, when it is any way pos- 
sible, make a point of declining. One of the most entirely unin- 
teresting men of genius that I can meet in society is poor Maurice 
to me ; all twisted, screwed, wiredrawn, with such a restless 
sensitiveness, the utmost inability to let nature have fair play with 
him. I do not remember that a word ever came from him be- 
tokening clear recognition or healthy free sympathy with any« 

» Prank Edgeworth. See Life of Sterling, p. 160. 
% jitif^ » worn-out person or implement.* 
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thing. One must really let him alone till the prayers one does 
cfifer for him (pure-hearted, earnest creature as he is) begin to 
take effect. 

It was not for his helirf that Carlyle felt misgivings 
about Maurice, nor for want of personal respect, but for 
tlie strange obliquity of intellect which could think that 
black was white, and white because it was black, and the 
whiter always, the blacker the shade. Genuine belief 
Carlyle always loved wherever he found it. 

Did you ever see Thomas Erskine, the Scotch saint ? (he says in 
writing to his brother John). I have seen him several times 
lately, and like him as one would do a draught of sweet rustic 
mead, served in cut glasses and a silver tray ; one of the gentlest, 
kindliest, best bred of men. He talks greatly about * Symbols,' 
and other Teufelsdrockhiana ; seems not disinclined to let the 
Christian religion pass for a kind of mythus, provided men can re- 
tain the spirit of it. . . . On the whole I take up with my old 
love for the Saints. No class of persons can be found in this 
country with so much humanity in them, nay, with as much toler- 
ance as the better sort of them have. The tolerance of others is 
but doubt and indifference. Touch the thing they do believe and 
valve, their own self-conceit: they are rattlesnakes then,^ 

Carlyle's regard for Mr. Erskine of Linlathen, and 
Erskine's for him, ripened into an affection which was 
never clouded as long as they both lived. Each felt that, 
however they seemed to differ, they were at one in the 
great battle of the spirit against the flesh. Mrs. Carlyle 
admired Erskine too, but scarcely with so entire a regard. 
She spoke of him generally, in half-playful mockery, as 
St. Thomas. 

On the whole, in this beginning of the year 1838, Car- 
lyle could say of himself : ' I lead a strange dreamy dawn- 
ering life at present ; in general not a little relieved and 
quieted, yet with all the old features of Burton's " melan- 

> The italicB are mine, for the words — true as any Carlyle ever spoke— de« 
serve them. 
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cholie man : " to-day full of peaceable joj (ah, no ! not 
peaceable entirely ; thei*e is a black look through it still), 
then to-morrow, for no assignable cause, sunk into sad- 
ness and despondency. But verily the book has done me 
great good. It was like a load of fire burning up my 
heart, which, by Heaven's favour, I have got thrown out 
of me. Nay, even in my blackest despondencies, when 
utter obstruction and extinction seem to threaten me, I 
say, " Well, it shall take my life, but my quiescence it 
shall spare." ' And again, a few days later, to his brother: 
* Blessed be God, there is a kind of light-gleam in the 
inner man of me which whoso will quietly, humbly, 
silently follow, it shall be well with him. Silently above 
all. Why, therefore, do I now speak ? In a word, oh 
brother Jack, I do endeavour to thank Heaven for much 
mercy to me on this side also. Yes, these long years of 
martyrdom and misery, which I would not suffer again to 
buy the world, were not utterly in vain. My mood of 
mind at present is not nearly so wretched. I am wae^ very 
woe and sad, but entirely peaceable; and such sadness 
seems almost as good as joy. Deliver me, ye Supreme 
Powers, from self-conceit; ah! do this, and then what 
else is your will.' 

'Literature,' so the fates had decided, was to remain 
Carlyle's profession. He had meant to abandon it, but 
the cord which held him to his desk, though strained, had 
not broken. Yet it was a ' bad best,' he thought, for any 
man, more trying to the moral nature, and in his own case, 
so modestly he rated his powers, less likely to be useful, 
than any other honest occupation. He would still have 
gladly entered the public service if employment had been 
offered him, as offered it would have been, in any country 
but England, to a man who had shown ability so marked. 
He was acknowledged as a man of genius, and in England 
it is assumed th«*^ ^ ~ a man of genius no place can be 
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fonnd. lie is too good for a low situation. lie is likely 
to be troublesome in a higher one, and is thus the one 
man distinctly unpromotable. Fc&fium hahet in cornu — 
avoid him above all men. Carlyle had to accept his lot, 
since such had been ordered for him. But his distaste 
continued, and extended to other members of the craft 
who were now courting his acquaintance. He foimd them 
Jjores^ a class of persons for whom he had the least charity. 
Even poor Miss Martineau, sincerely as he at heart re- 
spected her, was not welcome if she came too often. 

Journal, 

February 19. — ^All Saturday sick and nervous. At night Miss 
Martineau and Darwin. The visit, as most of those from that too 
happj and too noisy distinguished female, did nothing but make 
me miserable. She is a formulist, limited in the extreme, and for 
the present altogether triumphant in her limits. The all-conquer- 
ing smallness of that phenomenon, victorious mainly by its small- 
ness, and which not only waves banners in its own triumph, but 
insists on your waving banners too, is at all times nearly insup- 
portable to me. She said among other things that Jesus Christ 
had lived, she thought, one of the most ' joyous * lives ; that she 
had once met a man who seemed not to believe fully in immor- 
tality. The trivial impious sayings of this extraordinary man were 
retailed to us at boundless length. Then the martyr character, 
the hyper-prophetic altogether splendid and unspeakable excel- 
lence of Dr. Priestley ; the regiment of American great men ; the 
&c., &c. Ach GroU f I wish this good Harriet would be happy by 
herself. ... A small character, totus teres atque rotundus, is at 
all times very wearisome. Fill it with self-conceit, at least with 
an expectation of praise greater far than you can give it ; with a 
notion of infallibility which you are forced to contradict inwardly 
at every turn, and outwardly as often as the necessity of conversa- 
tion forces you to speak, a chai*acter withal that never by any 
chance utters anything that is new or interesting to you — it may 
be good, or it may be better and best, but you have a right to say 
* it tires me to death. Schaff esm\r vom HcUse.^ The good Haniet 
admires me greatly, and is very friendly to me. This is the only 
contradictory circumstance. The whole cackle and rigmarole of 
such an existence is absurd to me whenever I see it. 
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The Speddings ' here told me of Hartley Coleridge, whom they 
esteemed a man of real genius— of his falling out of one high 
possibility down through another lower, till he had become a poor 
denizen of tap-rooms in the village of Ambleside — sad to hear of. 
It often strikes me as a question whether there ought to be any 
such thing as a literary man at alL He is surely the wretchedest 
of all sorts of men. I wish with the heart occasionally I had never 
been one. I cannot say I have seen a member of the guild whose 
life seems to me enviable. A man, a €k>ethe, will be a man on 
paper too ; but it is a questionable life for him. Canst thou alter 
it ? Then act it Endure it. On with it in silence. 

Let young men who are dreaming of literary eminence 
as the laurel wreath of their existence reflect on these 
words. Let them win a place for themselves as high as 
Carlyle won, they will find that he was speaking no more 
than the truth, and will wish, when it is too late, that they 
had been wise in time. Literature — were it even poetry 
— is but the shadow of action ; the action the reality, the 
poetry an echo. The * Odyssey ' is but tlie ghost of 
Ulysses — immortal, but a ghost still ; and Homer himself 
would have said in some moods with his own Achilles — 

BovXot/Ai^v K (jrapovpos fo>¥ BriT€v€fi€v oXXm 
Avbpl trap* aKkrjpaf a> p,^ fiioros iroXvr cci;, 
H na<r IP v^Kvta-ai Kara<^Bipivourtv dpdtrtreiw. 

Bather would I in the sun's warmth divine 
Serve a poor churl who drags his days in grief, 
Than the whole lordship of the dead were mine. 

Jeffrey, while congi-atulating his friend on the success of 
the ' French Revolution,' yet could see * that the business 
of an author was not the happiest or the most healthful 
for a person of Carlyle's temper. Contact with the com- 
mon things of life would make him more tolerant of a 
world which if not perfect was better than it had ever 

» Tom and James, sons of Mr. Spedding, of Mirehonse, in Cumberland. 
Tom Spedding succeeded his father in the family property. James^ a friend 
of Sterling, whose splendid gifts were never adequately unfolded, is known 
only to the world as the biographer of Bacon. 
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been before, and would give him a better chance of mend- 
ing it, while he despised it less.' But it was not to be, 
and even to Carlyle authorship was better than idleness. 
When he was idle the acids ate into the coating of his 
soul. 

lie did nothing all the winter. With the spring he had 
to prepare his second course of lectures. 

To Margaret Carlyle, Scotshrig. 

Ghebea: Marcli 8, 183a 

Lecturing is coming on. I am to start and try myself again. 
We have a far better room than last year: an unexceptionable 
room, all seated for the pm-pose, quiet, and lighted from the roof. 
The only drawback is the distance — ^three miles from me, and 
rather out of the beat of our fashionable patrons.* I am to give 
twelve lectures this year, and charge two guineas. If I have a 
good audience, it will mount up fast — one cannot say as to that — 
we must just try. The subject is to be the history of literature. 
I shall have to speak about Greeks and Eomans first, then about 
other nations — in short, about the most remarkable books and 
persons that I know. . . . Wish me good speed, dear mother, 
and do not fear but I shall get through it not unhandsomely. I 
have many a good friend here, I do believe. The proportion of 
scoundrels in London is great ; but likewise there is a propoi-tion 
of better people than you can easily j&nd in the great world. Let 
us keep our hearts quiet, as I say. Let us give no ear to vain- 
glory, to self-conceit, the wretchedest of things, the devil's chief 
work, I think, here below. 

I yesterday dined with Mr. Erskine, a very notable man among 
the religious people of Scotland, who seems to have taken a con- 
siderable fancy for me. He is one of the best persons I have met 
with for many a long year. We were veiy cheerful, a small quiet 
party, and had blithe serious talk. I afterwards, on the way home, 
went to a soiree of Miss Martineau's. There were fat people and fair 
people, lords and others, fidgeting, elbowing, all very braw and 
hot. * What's ta use on*t ? ' I said to myself, and came off early, 
while they were still arriving, at eleven at night. I go as rarely as 
I can to such things, for they always do me ill. A book at home 
is suitabler, with a quiet pipe twice in the evening, innocent 

' The room was in Edward Street, Portman Square. 
VoT. TTT.~-8 
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spoonful of porridge at ten, and bed at eleven, with such oompo&h 
ure as we can. 

7b ihe Same, 

Chelflea : March 80, 188& 

As for me, I have but one interest in the wind at present, that 
of my lectures. It is like the harvest of the whole year. 1 am 
not quite in such a dreadful f uff about it as I was this time twelve- 
months ; but it is again agitating enough, and I think often that 
if I had any money to live upon, there is no power in the world 
that would tempt me to such a feat in such circumstances. Per- 
hax^s it is so ordered that I have no money, in order to oblige me 
to open my jaw — I cannot say. I can say only I had infinitely rather 
continue keeping it shut. But on the whole they have got me a 
locture-room, and I have drawn up a scheme of my twelve lectures 
— two lectures a week, six weeks instead of four. The subject is 
about all things in the world ; the whole spiritual history of man, 
from the earliest times till now. Among my audience I am likely 
to have some of the cleverest people in this country ; and / to 
speak to them. We will fight it through one way or another. The 
very pain of it and miserable tumbling connected with it is a 
kind of schooling for one. Thou must not * tine heart,* thou must 
gird thyself into forced composure. This is the season, this and 
onwards till midsummer, when London is most thronged with 
people, with meetings and speeches, with dinners, parties, balls, 
and doings. I know not what I should do if I were to become an 
established popw/ar. With the popularity I have it is almost like 
to be too hard for me at times. Nothing naturally seems to me 
more entirely wretched and barren than the life of people literary 
and others, that give themselves up to that soi*t of matter here. 
I firmly believe it to be the darkest curse God lays upon a man or 
woman. Carrying the beggar*s wallet I take to be bad, but far 
from so bad. The very look of the face of one of these people 
seems to say, * Avoid me if thou be wise.' ' Dinna gang to dad 
tysel* a' abroad,* said Lizzie Herd to WuU once, and I many times 
remember the precept here. * To be dadded a' abroad ' is per- 
cisely the thing I want above all things to avoid. 

As to the people I see, the best class of all are the religious peo- 
ple, certain of whom have taken, very strangely, a kind of affection 
for me, in spite of my contradictions toward them. It teaches me 
again that the best of this class is the best one will find in any 
class whatso^-'*'" " oal members, and ambitious vain 
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political people, and literary people, and fashionable people are to 
be avoided in comparison. One of the best men I have seen for 
many a year is Thomas Erskine, a gentleman of great fortune and 
celebrated in the religions world. Most strange it is how such a 
man has taken to me. Nay, he has been heard to say that * veiy 
few of them are at bottom so orthodox as Garlyle.' What think 
yon of that ? 

I tell you nothing of the things they continue to tell me about 
my book. When grand people and beautiful people pay me grand 
beautiful compliments, and I grope in my pocket and find that I 
have so few pounds sterling there to meet my poor wants with, I 
can but say with Sandy Corrie * What's ta use on*t ? * or with the 
cow in the fable, 

Gie me a pickle pease strae. 

The first set of lectures Carlyle had been obliged to 
deliver out of his acquired knowledge, having no leisure to 
do more. For the second he prepared carefully, especially 
the Greek and Roman parts. Classics are not the strong 
point of an Edinburgh education, and the little which he 
had learned there was rusty. ' I have read Tlmcydides / 
and Herodotus,' he wrote in April, 'part af-iaebmbrjs/ 
Mi^heletj_&c., the latter two with small fruit and much 
disappointment, the former two not, I should have several 
good things to say and do very well were I in health, wei*e 
I in brass.' But trouble had come into Chejne Eow 
again. Without any definite ailment, Mrs. Carlyle seemed 
unwell in mind and body. There was even a thought of 
sending her to Italy when the lectures were over, if there 
were means to do it. Carlyle even thought of going 
thither himself, or at any rate of leaving London alto- 
gether. 

To John Carlyle. 

Chelsea : April 12, 1838. 

Jane keeps very quiet, and suffers what is inevitable as well as 

possible. I fancy Italy, as you say, might be of real service to her. 

To me also the one thing needful seems that of getting into any 

tranquil region under or above the sun. Positively at times the 
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whirl of this dnsty deafening chaos gets into the insupportable 
category. There is a shivering precipitancy in me which makes 
emotion of any kind a thing to be shunned. It is my nerves, my 
nerves. The poor chaos is bad enough, but with nerves one might 
stand it. There are symptoms of capability to grow a lion by-and- 
by. Fluch dem ! Good never lay therej lie where it might. Also I 
imagine it possible I might learn to subsist myself here, earning 
the small needful of money literally with my heart's blood. You 
can fancy it with such a nervous system as I have ; the beautiful 
and brave saying in their sumptuosity here and there, * Oh Thomas, 
what an illustrious character thou art ! ' and Thomas feeling in his 
breast for comfort and finding bilious fever ; in his pocket, and 
finding emptiness ; round him for fellowship, and finding solitude, 
ghastly and grinning masks. But I do on the whole adhere to one 
thing, that of holding my peace, I really am better too in the in- 
ward heart of me. There is no danger of man, I feel always, while 
his heart is not mad. 

Going through the Green Park yesterday, I saw her little 
Majesty taking her bit of departure for Windsor. I had seen 
her another day at Hyde Park Corner, coming in from the daily 
ride. She is decidedly a pretty-looking little creature : health, 
clearness, graceful timidity, looldng out from her young face, 
* frail cockle on the black bottomless deluges.' One could not 
help some interest in her, situated as mortal seldom was. 

In the evening a BuUerian rout. *Dear Mi's. Rigmarole, the 
distinguished female; great Mr. Rigmarole, the distinguished 
male.' Radical Grote was the only novelty, for I had never 
noticed him before — a man with strait upper lip, large chin, 
and open mouth (spout mouth) ; for the rest, a tall man with dull 
thoughtful brows and lank dishevelled hair, greatly the look of a 
prosperous Dissenting minister. 

Your notions about Rome for us are in their vagueness quite 
analogous to mine. Jane takes very kindly to your scheme. As 
for me, I know only that I should infinitely rejoice to be quiet 
anywhere. I think I will not stay here to have the brain burnt 
out of me. I will go out of this. Jane likes it far better than I. 
Indeed, was it not for her, I might quite easily cut and run before 
long ; which at bottom, I admit, were perhaps not good for me. 

This letter indicates no pleasant condition of mind, not 
a condition iri * ' ild have been agreeable to take 
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to the platform again and deliver lectures. But Carlyle 
could command himself when necessary, however severe 
the burden that was weighing upon him. This time he 
succeeded brilliantly, far better than on his first experi- 
ment. The lectures were reported in the 'Examiner' and 
other papers, and can be recovered there by the curious. 
He did not himself reprint them, attaching no importance 
to what he called ' a mixture of prophecy and play-acting.' 
It will suffice here to observe what he said himself on the 
subject at the time. 

JoumaL 

May 15, 1838. — Delivered yesterday, at the Lecture Booms, 17 
Edward Street, Portman Square, a lecture on Dante, the fifth 
there. Seven more are yet to come. A curious audience; a 
curioas business. It has been all mismanaged; yet it prospers 
better than I expected once. The conditions of the thing I Ah, 
the conditions I It is like a man singing through a fleece of wool. 
One must submit ; one must struggle and sing even so, since not 
otherwise. I sent my mother off a newspaper. Hunt's criticism 
no longer friendly ; not so in spirit, though still in letter ; a 
shade of spleen in it ; very natural, flattering even. He finds me 
grown to be a something now. His whole way of life is at death- 
variance with mine. In the 'Examiner' he expresses himself 
afilicted with my eulogy of thrifty and two days ago he had muUa 
gemens to borrow two sovereigns of me. It is an unreasonable 
existence gam und gar. Happily I have next to nothing to do 
with Hunt, with him or with his. Felix sit! 

Saturday, May 20. — Yesterday lectured on Cervantes and the 
Spaniards, a hurried loose flowing but earnest wide-reaching sort 
of thing, which the people liked better than I. The business is 
happily half done now. That is the happiest part of it. 

May 31. — Lecture on Luther and the Reformation ; then on 
Shakespeare and John Knox, my best hitherto ; finally on Voltaire 
and French scepticism, the worst, as I compute, of all. To-morrow 
is to be Lecture 10, on Johnson, &c. There are then but two re- 
maining. On the Voltaire day I was stupid and sick beyond ex- 
pression; also I did not like the man, a fatal circumstance of 
itself. I had to hover vaguely on the surface. The people seemed 
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content enoogh. I myself felt sincerely disgusted. That is the 
word. To-morrow perhaps we shall do better. It is one of the 
saddest conditions of this enterprise to feel that yon have missed 
what yon meant to say ; that your image of a matter yon had an 
image of remains yet with yourself and a false impotent scrawl is 
what the hearers have got from yoo. This too has to be suffered, 
since the attempt was necessaiy and not possible otherwise. Our 
audience sits entirely attentive — a most kind audience — and seems 
to have almost doubled since we began. Courage ! On the 
Shakespeare day I entered all palpitating, fluttered with sleep- 
lessness and drug-taking, with visitors, and the fatal et ccetera of 
things. 

News from Jack above a week ago that probably he is not coming 
to us this summer. Alas ! alas ! I had counted on the true brother 
to commune with a little ; to break the utter solitude of heart in 
which I painfully live here. Lonelier probably is no man. Ay de 
mi ! and now he is not coming. This also is not to be granted us. 
He says we must come to Italy for the winter. We think of it. 
My unhappy sick wife might be benefited by it. For me the cry 
of my soul is, ' For the love of God let me alone ; ' or rather it has 
ceased to be a cry, and sunk down into a voiceless prayer, which 
knows it will not be granted. Hardly a day has passed since I 
returned hither in autumn last, in which I have not stormfuUy re- 
solved to myself that I would go out of this dusty hubbub, should 
I even walk off with the staff in my hands, and no loadstar what- 
ever. My wife, herself seemingly sinking into weaker and weaker 
health, points out to me always that I cannot go ; that I am tied 
here, seemingly as if to be tortured to death. So in my wild mood 
I interpret it. Silence on such subjects! Oh! how infinitely 
preferable is silence ! Perhaps, too, my wife is right. Indeed, I 
myself feel dimly that I have little to look for else than here. Be 
still, thou wild weak heart, convulsively bursting up against the 
bars. Silence alone can guide me. Suffer, suffer, if it be neces- 
sary so to learn. Last night, weary and worn out with dull block- 
headism, chagrin (next to no sleep the night before), I sate down 
in St. James's Park and thought of these things, looking at the 
beautiful summer moon, and really quieted myself, became peace- 
able and submissive for the time — for the time ; and afterwards, 
alas ! I was provoked, and in my weak state said foolish words 
and went sorrowful to ^^ "* T am a feeble fool. Fool, wilt thou 
never be w^ 
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The excitement of lecturing, so elevating and agreeable 
to most men, seemed only to depress and irritate Carljle. 
He was anxious about many things, his brain was over- 
wrought, his nerves set on edge. In this condition even 
his dearest friends ceased to please him. He goes on : — 

Break&st one moming lately at Milnes's, with Landor, Rogers, 
T. Moore, &o. A brilliant firework of wits, worth being fretted 
into fever with for once. Dinner that same day, if I 'remember, 
22nd of May, at Marshall's, Grosvenor Street, the wealthiest of 
houses, the people hearers of mine. Empson, the Spring Bices, 
there; Miss Spring Bice, especially, very brilliant, exciting. 
Such happiness is purchased too dear. Dull dinner the day before 
yesterday — ^indeed, hiuQ illoe !acrt/mce, for I had a cup of green tea 
too— at the Wilsons*; Spedding, Maurice, John Sterling, and 
women. Ah me! Sterling particularly aigumentative, babbla- 
tive, and on the whole unpleasant and unprofitable to me. Memo- 
randum not to dine where he is soon, without cause. He is much 
spoiled since last year by really no great quantity of praise and 
flattery ; restless as a whirling tormentum ; superficial, ingenious, 
of endless semifrothy utterance and argument. Keep out of his 
way till he mend a little. A finer heart was seldom seen than 
dwells in Sterling, but, alas ! under what conditions ? Ego et Rex 
tneus. That is the tune we all sing. Down with ego ! Enough 
written for one day. I am very sickly, but silent. 

The lecture course was perhaps too prolonged. Twelve 
orations such as Carlyle was delivering were beyond the 
strength of any man who meant every word that he 
littered. It ended, however, with a blaze of fireworks — 

* people weeping ' at the passionately earaest tone in which 
for once they heard themselves addressed. The money 
result was nearly 300Z., after all expenses had been paid. 

* A great blessing,' as Carlyle said, ' to a man that had 
been haunted by the squalid spectre of beggary.' There 
were prospects of improved finances from other quarters 
too. Notwithstanding all the talk about the 'French 
RevolDtion^' nothing yet had been realized for it in Eng- 
laud^ but Emerson held out hopes of remittances on the 
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American edition. * Sartor,' * poor beast,' as Mrs. Carlyle 
called it, was at last coming ont in a volume, and there 
was still a talk of reprinting the essays. But Carlyle 
was worn out. Fame brought its accompaniments of in- 
vitations to dinner which could not be all refused ; the 
dinners brought indigestions; and the dog days brought 
heat, and heat and indigestion together made sleep impos- 
sible. His letters to his brother are full of lamentation, 
and then of remorse for his want of patience. At the 
close of a miserable declamation against everything under 
the sun, he winds up : — 

Last night I sat down to smoke in my night-shirt in the back 
yard. It was one of the beantifollest nights ; the half- moon clear 
as silver looked out as from eternity, and the great dawn was 
streaming up. I felt a remorse, a kind of shndder, at the fuss I 
was making abont a sleepless night, abont my sorrow at all, with 
a life so soon to be absorbed into the gieat mystery above and 
aronnd me. Oh I let us be patient. Let ns call to Grod with our 
silent hearts, if we cannot with our tongues. 

The Italian scheme dissolved. It had been but a vapour 
which had taken sliape in the air for a moment. Cooler 
weather came. The fever abated, and he was able to send 
a pleasant account of the finish to his mother the day 
after all was over. From her he was careful to conceal 
his unquiet thoughts. 

To Mctrgaret Carlyle, 

Chelsea : Jnne 12, 1888l 
The lectures went on better and better, and grew at last, or 
threatened to grow, quite a flaming affidr. I had people greeting 
yesterday. I was quite as well pleased that we ended then and did 
not make any further racket about it. I have too good evidence 
(in poor Edward living's case) what a racket comes to at last, and 
want for my share to have nothing at all to do with such things. 
The success of the thing, taking all sides of it together, seems to 
have been very considei-able, far greater than I at all expected 
My audience was supposed to be the best, for rank, beauty, and 
intelligence, ever ^^ii^«.ted in London. I had bonnie braw dames, 
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Ladies this. Ladies that, though I dared not look at them for fear 
they should put me out. I had old men of four score; men 
middle-aged, with fine steel-grey beards ; young men of the Uni- 
versities, of the law profession, all sitting quite mum there, and 
the Annandale voice gollying at them. Very strange to consider. 
They proposed giving me a dinner, some of them, but I declined 
it. ' Literary Institutions ' more than one expressed a desire that 
I would lecture for them, but this also (their wages being small 
and their lectures generally despicable) I decline. My health did 
not suffer so much as I had reason to dread. I was awaking at 
three in the morning when the thing began, but afterwards I got 
to sleep till seven, and even till eight, and did not suffer nearly so 
much. I am no doubt shaken and stirred up considerably into a 
' raised ' state which I like very ill, but in a few days I shall get 
still enough, and probably even too stilL One must work either 
with long moderate pain or else with short great pain. The short 
way is best according to my notion. 

As usual, the first thought with Carlyle when in posses- 
sion of his 'riches' was to send a present to Scotsbrig. 
He enclosed oZ. to his mother, to be divided among his 
sisters and herself, a sovereign to each. They were to buy 
bonnets with it, or any other piece of finery, and call them 
* The Lecture.' On July 27th he wrote at length to his 
brother John. 

Chelsea : July 27, 1838. 
The lectures terminated quite triumphantly. Thank Heaven I 
It seems pretty generally expected that I am to lecture next year 
again, and subsequent years, having, as they say, made a Dew pro- 
fession for myself. If dire famine diive me, I must even lecture, 
but not otherwise. Whoever he may be that wants to get into the 
centre of a fuss, it is not I. Freedom under the blue sky — ah me I 
with a bit of .brown bread and peace and pepticity to eat it with, 
this for my money before all the glory of Portman Square, or the 
solar system itself. But we must take what we can get and be 
thankful. After the lectures came a series of dinner-work and 
racketings ; came hot weather, coronation uproars, and at length 
sleeplessness, collapse, inertia, and at times almost the feeling of 
nonentity. I like that existence very ill ; my nerves are not made 
for it. I corrected a few proof sheets. I read a few books, 4u}J 
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as Lethe. I have done nothing else whatever that I conld help, 
except live. Frequently a little desire for some travel, a notion 
that change of scene and objects would be wholesome, has come 
upon me ; but in my condition of absolute imbecility, especially 
in the uncertainty we stood in as to your movements, nothing could 
be done. The weather has now grown cooL I find it tolerable 
enough to lounge at Chelsea for the time. My digestion is very 
bad ; I should say, however, that my heart and Ufe is on the whole 
sounder than it was last year. Now, too, all is getting very quiet ; 
streets quite vacant within these two weeks. I am not like to stir 
from this unless driven. As for Jane, she is much improved ; in- 
deed, almost well since sununer came. She does not wish to stir 
from her quarters at all. 

The Ameiicans are getting out 'Carlyle*s miscellanies.' I know 
not whether I shall not import two hundred copies or so of this 
edition and save myself the trouble of editing here. The matter 
is as good as obsolete to me. There is no bread or other profit in 
it. The Swedenborgians have addressed a small book and letters 
to me here. The New Catholics are making advances. Jane says 
I am fated to be the nucleus for all the mad people of my gen- 
eration. 

John Sterling wanted me to accept a dinner from some Cam- 
bridge men, then to go with him to Cambridge for three days, 
then to &c , &c.; lastly, to go this same week down to Jxdius Hare's 
and bathe in the sea. The sea was tempting. Hare too, whom I 
have seen, is a likeable kind of man. But vis inertioe prevailed, 
and to this, as to all the rest, I answered : * Impossible, dear Ster- 
ling.* Indeed, John is dreadfully locomotive since his return. 
Some vei*ses printed in Blackwood, and a considerable bluster of 
Wilson's about them, have sorrowfully discomposed our poor John, 
and proved what touchy and almost flimsy stuff there must be in 
him. I love him as before, but keep rather out of his way at 
present. 

Mill is plodding along at his dull Ke\-iew under dull auspices, 
r'^^itricts himself to the Fox Taylor cii'cle of Socinian Kadicalism — 
ft lamed cause at this time — and very rarely shows face here. His 
editor, one Robertson, a burly Aberdeen Scotchman of seven-and* 
twenty, full of laughter, vanity, pepticity, and hope, amuses me 
sometimes considerably more. He * desires exceedingly that I 
would do something for the October number.' My desire that 
way is fain* * How many things in this world do not smell 
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sweet to me I To how many things is one tempted to say with 
emphasis, *Du GaigenaasI* (Thou gallows-carrion). There is some 
relief to me in a word like that. 'Rji.tpaiuxi verba, as Nym has it. 
I told all the people in those lectures of mine that no speech ever 
uttered or utterable was worth comparison with silence. John 
Sterling in particular could not understand it in the least, but has 
it still sticking in him indigestible. 

Your affectionate brother, 

T. GABLYI4B. 



CHAPTER Tt 

AJ). 183S-9. XT. 43-44. 

Tint to Eitkoldj— Sees Jetbtj—' Svtor '— 3ugfat tt Haocbestei 
— Bemittance* from Boston — Fn^xned article on Cromwell — 
Want of booka — Ijoadaa IJbiaiT — Breakbst with Moncktoa 
WilnMi — Third course of Lectnrea — CSiaitiam^ — Badicalism — 
Corre^MHideiioe with IjocUiart — Thiilnll— Gift of a horse — 
Bnnimer in Seotland — Kist jomnej on a lailw^. 

Cabltle'b annnal migrations vere like those of Mrs. 
Primrose from tlie bine room to the brown — from Lon- 
don to Scotland. Thither almost always, seldom any- 
where else. He had meant to stav all through the 
sammer in Chelsea, bat au invitation from his friends, 
the Ferguses at Kirkcaldv, tempted him, and in the 
middle of Angast he went by Leitli steamer to the old 
place where lie liad tanght little boys, and fallen in love 
with Miss Gordon, and rambled with Edward Irving. It 
was ' melodionsly interesting,' he said. He bathed on the 
old sands. He had a horse which carried him throngh 
tlie old familiar scenes. While at Kirkcaldy he crossed 
to Edinburgh and called on Jeffrey. 

He sat waiting tor me at Moraj Place. We talked loag in ihe 
•tyJe of literary and philosophic clitter-clatter. Finally it was 
Mttled tliat I ehoald go oat to dinner «ith him at Craigcrook, and 
not mtam to Fife till the morrow. At the due honr I joined the 
Ihllu' lit l.iH Imvil iKiUiiO, iiii.l we wn.lke.1 irat to^'ether bs iii old 
titii'iH. 'I1i<^ !'':TiijiH()^umMg^^re. Mr». J(>m-<-r and th<-y 
n the whole, e^juaj 
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to a good solitary one. The Duke talked immensely, and made 
me talk ; but it sianok me that he was grown weaker. We seemed 
to have made up onr minds not to contradict each other ; but it j 
was at the expense of saying nothing intimate. My esteem for/ 
Jeffrey could not hide from me that at bottom our speech was, as 
I said, clatter. In fact, he is becoming an amiable old fribble, 

very cheerful, very heartless, very forgettable and tolerable. 

• 

After a week or too in Fife he made for Scotsbrig, 
where news met him that 50Z. had been sent from America 
as a royalty on the edition of the ' Frencli Revolution,' 
and that more wpuld follow. * What a touching thing is 
that ! ' he said. * One prays that the blessing of him that 
was rather ill off may be with them, these good friends. 
Courage ! I feel as if one might grow to be moderately 
content with a lot like mine.' 

To Jane Welsh Garlyle, 

Scotsbrig : September 15, 183a 
Many thanks for those bright little letters you sent me. They 
are the liveliest of letters, which gives me pleasure, because it 
shows a lively Goody, cheerful and well. They send good news 
otherwise too, and seem to have the faculty of finding good news 
to send. Our mother charges me to thank you most emphatically 
for your letters to her, which made her * as light as a feather all 
day.' She says, * Whatever sort of mother-in-law she be, you are 
the best of daughters-in law.' Such a swift-despatching Httle 
Goody 1 Drive about while you can, and keep your heart light, 
and be well when I come. 

At Edinburgh I wanted a copy of * Sartor,* * poor beast ! ' They 
had got no copy, had never heard of it, and only then wrote off 
for some. Depend on it, therefore, my bonny little Bairn, all 
these vagae things they tell thee about * Sartor ' are mere vague 
blarney ; and think further that we will not care a straw whether 
they are or not. No. A certain fair critic long ago, among the 
peat bogs, declared * Sartor * * to be a work of genius ; ' and such 
it is, and shall continue, though no copy of it should be seen these 
hundred years. Alick is not altogether right yet, but much better 
than formerly, ffis traffic prospers beyond what could be looked 
for, and he seems more quieted, reconciled to his allotment. It 
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gives me the strangest feeling to plnmp suddenly into view ol 
these conditions of existence — ^hearts so kind, a lot so sequestered, 
the sweep of Time passing on in these little creeks too, as on the 
wide sea where I have to navigate. One can say nothing ; one's 
heart is fnll of unatterabilities. Bat our whole life is all great 
and unutterable ; the little Ecclefechan shop, as the grand Napo- 
leon Empire, is embosomed in eternity ; a little dream and yet a 
great reality, one even as the other. Adieu, dear life partner ! 
dear little Goody of me. Be well, and love me. 

Thine, T. Gasltle. 

To the Same, 

Sootsbrig : September 27, 1838. 
MacDiarmid * has faithfully paid me nine sovereigns for yon for 
Puttock, which coins I have, or will account for. He has not 
succeeded well this year for the letting of Puttock, but has a 
better outlook for a near future. A colonel somebody, of Mabie, 
has the house and game this season, at the easy rate of 4/., there 
being no game. But he will preserve the game this year, and in 
future years give 10/., and perhaps plague us less about it. As for 
€K>ody, she, with MacDiarmid's instalments in her pocket, will 
really be in funds for the present, able to bind * Revolution ' books 
and what not — considering the savings bank, too— according to 
her own sweet will. Nay, there are other funds too, I guess — a 
letter from your mother, t^nrefusable, but which seemed to me to 
hold cash — a truly monied Gk)ody. ... I saw Bums's house ; 
the little oblique-angled hut, where the great soul had to adjust 
itself, and be a king without a kingdom. It seems vacant since 
the widow's death. Some dirty children sat on the door-sill, and 
the knocker seemed torn half off. The soul of the man is now 
happily far away from all that. Jean and Jamie are both as kind 
as could be. They are prosperous both, I think. Jean received 
your parcel with great expressions of thankfulness. Mary, too, at 
Annan was emphatic in her gratitude, in her affectionate remem- 
brance of you — ^all which was pleasant to hear. At Annp.Ti I found 
Goody's letter, review of * Sartor,' gift to my mother — ^all as 
right as it could be. Thanks to thee, my good wife — though very 
hot-tempered one. Oh, my dear Jeanie, I have more regard for 
thee than, perhaps, thou wilt ever rightly know. But let that 
pass. The ' \s thou sayest, does stir the waters more ways 
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than one. Sorely onr better days are still coming. All here 
salute yon right heartily. My mother is proud of her gifts. 

Ever your own, 

T. Carlyle. 

On his way home, in October, he spent a day or two 
with a sister who had married a Mr. Hanning, in Man- 
chester, and met with an adventure there. He had been 
put to sleep in an old bed, which he remembered in his 
father's house. 

I was just closing my senses in sweet oblivion (he said), when 
the watchman, with a voice like the deepest groan of the Highland 
bagpipe, or what an ostrich comcraik might utter, groaned out 
Groo-o-o-o close under me, and set all in a gallop again. 
Groo-o-o-o ; for there was no articulate announcement at all in it, 
that I could gather. Groo-o-o-o, repeated again and again at vari- 
ous distances, dying out and then growing loud again, for an hour 
or more. I grew impatient, bolted out of bed, flung up the 
window. Groo-o-o-o. There he was advancing, lantern in hand, 
a few yards off me. * Can't you give up that noise ? * I hastily ad- 
dressed him. ' You are keeping a person awake. What good is 
it to go howling and groaning all night, and deprive people of 
their sleep ? ' He ceased from that time — at least I heard no more 
of him. No watchman, I think, has been more astonished for 
some time back. At five in the morning all was as still as sleep 
and darkness. At half-past five all went off like an enormous mill- 
race or ocean-tide. The Boom-m-m, far and wide. It was the 
mills that were all starting then, and creishy ^ drudges by the 
million taking post there. I have heard few sounds more impres- 
sive to me in the mood I was in. 

At home he found all well. He arrived at midnight, 
finding Mrs. Carlyle improved in health, and sitting up for 
liim ; himself quite rested, and equal to work again. 

I have been eight weeks in Scotland (he noted in his Journal), 
looked on the stones of Edinburgh city, wondered whether it was 
solid or a dream ; then to Annandale, finally drifted back hither — 
foolish drift log on the sea of accident, where I since lie high and 
dry not a whit wiser. How many tragedies, epics, Haynes Baily 

» Creishy^ * greasy.' 
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ballads, and ' bursts of Parliamentary eloquence ' wonld it take to 
utter this one tour b j an atrabilian lectnrer on things in general ? 

Evidences were waiting for him that he was becoming 
a person of consequence notwithstanding. Presents had 
been sent by various admirers. There was good news 
from America. The English edition of the ' French 
Revolution ' was almost sold, and another would be called 
for, while there were numberless applications from review 
editors for articles if he would please to supply them. 
Another 50Z. had come from Boston, and he had been 
meditating an indulgence for himself out of all this pros- 
perity in the shape of a horse, nothing keeping him in 
health so much as riding ; but his first thought was of 
Scotsbrig and a Christmas gift to his mother, which he 
sent with a most pretty letter. 

To Margaret Carb/le, Scotsbrig. 

Chelsea : December 29, 183a 
I have realised my American draft of dollars into pounds ster^ 
ling. I send my dear Mother five off the fore end of it. The kit- 
lin ought to bring the auld cat a mouse in such a case as that — an 
American mouse. It is very curious that cash should come in 
that way to good Annandale industry across 3,000 miles of salt 
water from kind hands that we never saw. * French Revolution ' 
is going off briskly, and a new edition required. Both from the 
* Miscellanies* and it I hope to make a little cash. I understand 
the method of bargaining better now, and the books do sell — no 
thanks to booksellers, or even in spite of them. It does not seem 
at all likely that I shall ever have much money in this world ; but 
I am not now so terribly hard held as I used to be. Such bitter 
thrift may perhaps be less imperative by-and-by. 

Out of the suggestions made by editors for articles one 
especially had attracted Carlyle. Mill had asked him to 
write on Cromwell for the 'London and Wesminster.' 
There is nothing in his journals or letters to shows that 
Cromwell had been hitherto an interesting figure to him. 
An allusion in one of his Craigenputtock papers shows that 
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he then shared the popular prevailing opinions on the 
subject. He agreed, however, to Mill's proposal, and was 
preparing to begin with it when the negotiation was 
broken off in a manner specially affronting. Mill had 
gone abroad, leaving Mr. Robertson to manage the Re- 
view. Robertson, whom Carlyle had hitherto liked, wrote 
to him coolly to say that he need not go on, for ' he meant 
to do Cromwell himself.' Carlyle was very angry. It 
was this incident which determined him to throw himself 
seriously into the history of the Commonwealth, and to 
expose himself no more to cavalier treatment from ' able 
editors.' His connection with the 'London and West- 
minster ' at once ended. 

Have nothing to do with fools (he said). They are the fatal 
species. Nay, Robertson, withal, is fifteen years younger than I. 
To be * edited * by him and by Mill and the Benthamic formula ! 
Oh heavens ! It is worse than Algiers and Negro Guiana. Noth- 
ing short of death should drive a white man to it. 

From this moment he began to think seriously of a life 
of Oliver Cromwell as his next important undertaking, 
whatever he might have to do meanwhile in the way of 
lectures or shorter papers. 

To John Carlyle, 

Chelsea : January 13, 1839. 
I dare say I mentioned that I was not intending to work any fur- 
ther at present in the * Westminster Review,' but to write by-and- 
by something more to my mind. I have my face turned partly 
towards Oliver Cromwell and the Covenant time in England and 
Scotland, and am reading books and meaning to read more for the 
matter, for it is large and full of meaning. But what I shall make 
of it, or whether I shall make anything ajb all, it would be prema- 
ture to say as yet. The only thing clear is that I have again some 
notion of writing, which I had not at all last year or the year be- 
fore — a sign doubtless that I am getting into heart again, and not 
so utterly bewildered and beaten down as I was at the conclusion 
of the * Revolution * struggle. Anything that I write now would 
t^ll better than former things, and I think indeed would be pretty 
Vol. m— 9 



130 Carlyl^s Life in London. 

sure to bring me in a trifle of money in the long ran. . . • 
Ton may picture ns sitting snng here most evenings in ' stuffed 
chairs,' in this warm little parlour, reading, or reading and sewing, 
or talking with some rational visitor that has perhaps dropped in. 
Some people say I ought to get a horse with my American money 
before lecture-time, and ride, that I might be in a better bodily 
condition for that enterprise. I should like it right well ifii were 
not so dear. We shall see. 

Want of books was his great difficulty, with such a sub- 
ject on hand as the Commonwealth. His Cambridge 
friends had come to his help by giving him the use of the 
books in the University Library, and sending them up for 
him to read. Very kind on their part, as he felt, 'con- 
sidering what a sulky fellow he was.' But he needed re- 
sources of which he could avail himself more freely. The 
British Museum was, of course, open to him ; but he re- 
quired to have Jiis authorities at hand, where his own 
writing-tackle lay round him, where he could refer to them 
at any moment, and for this purpose the circulating libra- 
ries were useless. New novels, travels, biographies, the 
annual growth of literature which to-day was and to- 
morrow was cast into the oven — these he could get ; but 
the records of genuine knowledge, where the permanent 
thoughts and doings of mankind lay embalmed, were to 
be found for the most part only on the shelves of great 
institutions, could be read only there, and could not be 
taken out. Long before, when at Craigenputtock, it had 
occurred to him that a county town like Dumfries, which 
maintained a gaol, might equally maintain a public library. 
He was once at Oxford in the library of All Souls' College, 
one of the best in England, and one (in my day at least) 
so little used that, if a book was missed from its place, the 
whole college was in consternation.' Carlyle, looking 
wistfully at the ranged folios, exclaimed : ' Ah, books, 

1 The Fellows might take books to their rooms, but so seldom did take them 
there that any other eznl»* med more likely. 
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books 1 you will have a poor account to give of yourselves 
at the day of judgment. Hei*e liave you been kept wai-rn 
and dry, with good coats on your backs, and a good roof 
over your heads ; and whom have ye made any better or 
any wiser than he was before ? ' Cambridge, more liberal 
than Oxford, did lend out volumes with fit securities for 
their safety, and from this source Carlyle obtained his 
Clarendon and Kush worth; but he determined to try 
whether a public lending library of authentic worth could 
not be instituted in London. He has been talked of 
vaguely as 'unpractical.* Ko one living had a more prac- 
tical business talent when he had an object in view for 
which such a faculty was required. He set on foot an 
agitation.* The end was recognised as good. Influential 
men took up the question, and it was carried through, and 
the result was the infinitely valuable institution known as 
the ' London Library ' in St. James's Square. Let the 
tens of thousands who, it is to be hoped, are ' made better 
and wiser' by the books collected there remember that 
they owe the privilege entirely to Carlyle. The germ of 
it lay in that original refiection of his on the presence of a 
gaol and the absence of a library in Dumfries. His suc- 
cessful effort to realise it in London began in this winter 
of 1839. 

Meanwhile a third remittance from America on the 
* Revolution ' brought the whole sum which he had re- 
ceived from his Boston friends to 150Z. He felt it deeply, 
for as yet ' not a penny had been realised in England.' In 
acknowledging the receipt, he said that he had never re- 
ceived money of which he was more proud. ' It had been 
sent almost by miracle.' He showed the draft to Fraser, 
his English publisher, and told him he ought to blush. 

> Among the persons whom he tried to interest was Babbage, whom he did 
not take to. * Did you ever see him ? ' he writes to his brother ; ' a mixture 
of craven terror and venomous-looking vehemence ; with no chin too — cross 
between a frog and a viper, as somebody called him. ^ 
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The poor creatnre did blush, but what could that serve ? He 
has done with his edition too, all but seventy-five copies. Above 
a thousand pounds has been gathered from England from that 
book, but none seems to belong to the writer ; it all belongs to 
other people— the sharks. They charge above 40 per cent., I find, 
for the mere function of selling a book, the mere fash of handing 
it over the counter. 

A strange reflection, to which, however, the publishers 
have an answer ; for, if some books sell, others fail, and 
the successful must pay for the unsuccessful. Without 
publishers and without booksellers, books could not be 
brought out at all ; and they, too, must ' earn their living.' 

Few men cared less about such things than Carlyle did 
as long as penury was kept from his door. Apart from 
his business with the London Library, he was wholly oc- 
cupied with the records of the Commonwealth, and here 
are the first impressions which he formed. 

To John Carlyle. 

Chelsea : February 15, 1889. 
I have read a good many volumes about Cromwell and his times ; 
I have a good many more to read. Whether a book will come of 
it or not — still more, when such will come — are questions as yet. 
The pabulum this subject yields me is not very great. I find it 
far inferior in interest to my French subject. But, on the whole, 
I want to get acquainted with England — a great secret to me al- 
ways hitherto — and I may as well begin here as elsewhere. There 
are but two very remarkable men in the period visible as yet — 
Cromwell and Montrose. The rest verge towards wearisomeness. 
Indeed, the whole subject is Dutch-built : heavy-bottomed, with 
an internal fire and significance indeed, but extremely wrapped in 
buckram and lead. We shall see. In the meanwhile, I have got 
a large portmanteau of books about the thing from Cambridge. 
Here they actually stand, sent me by persons whom I never saw ; 
a most handsome and encouraging phenomenon. The visible 
agent is one Douglas Heath, a promising young barrister, who 
sometimes comes here ; is a Cambridge man, and a zealous reader 

of mine 150/. sent by Emerson for the * French 

Bevolution ! ' Was any braver thing ever heard of ? 150/. from 
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beyond the salt sea, while not a sixpence could be realised here in 
one's o'vm country by the thing ! I declare my American friends 
are right fellows, and have done their afi&irs with effect. It seems 
I am going to make some cash after all by these books of mine. 
Tout va Uen ; neither need we now add, lepain manque. 

Seldom had Carlyle seemed in better spirits than now. 
For once his outer world was going well with him. He 
had occasional fits of dyspepsia, which, indeed, seemed to 
afflict him most when he had least that was real to com- 
plain of. He was disappointed about Montrose for one 
thing. He had intended, naturally enough as a Scotch- 
man, to make a principal figure of Montrose, and had 
found that he could not, that it was impossible to discover 
what Montrose was really like. But the dyspepsia was 
the main evil — dyspepsia and London society, which in- 
terested him more than he would allow, and was the cause 
of the disorder. He was plagued, too, with duties as a 
citizen. 

Journal. 

February 22, 1839. — The day is rainy and bad. Jane gone out, 
perhaps not very prudently. At seven o'clock I am to dine with 
the Marshalls. Me miserum / Why do I ever agree to go and dine ? 
Were it revealed to me as tuft-hunting, I would instantly give it 
up for ever. But it seems to be the only chance of society one 
has. In this kind I have too much already. Lectures coming 
too, and on Monday I am to dine with a certain Baring ; and last 
week, for two days, I was a special juryman. I am a poor creature. 
I am no longer so poor, but I do not feel any happiness. I must 
start up and try to help myself. GoU Ml/ mir ! 

Monckton Milnes had made his acquaintance, and in- 
vited him to breakfast. He used to say that, if Christ was 
again on earth, Milnes would ask Him to breakfast, and 
the Clubs would all be talking of the ' good things ' that 
Christ had said. But Milnes, then as always, had open 
eyes for genius, and reverence for it truer and deeper than 
most of his contemporaries. 
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A month ago (Carlyle writes to bis brother) Mihies invited me 
to breakfast to meet Bnnsen. Pusej ' was there, a solid, jndicious 
Englishman, very kind to me. Hallam was there, a broad, old, 
positive man, with laughing eyes. X. was there, a most jerking, 
distorted, violent, vapid, brown-gipsy piece of self-conceit and 
green-roomism. Others there were ; and the great hero Bnnsen, 
with red face large as the shield of Fingal — ^not a bad fellow, nor 
without talent ; full of speech. Protestantism — ^Prussian Toryism — 
who zealously inquired my address. 

More important by far than any of these to Carlyle was 
the ' certain Baring ' with whom he was to dine at Bath 
House. It is the first notice of his introduction to the 
brilliant circle in which he was afterward to be so inti- 
mate. Mr. Baring, later known as Lord Ashburton, be- 
came the closest friend that he had. Lady Harriet 
became his Gloriana, or Queen of Fairy Land, and exer- 
cised a strange influence over him for good and evil. But 
this lay undreamed of in the future, when he wrote his 
account of the dinner. Bunsen was again one of the 
guests. 

It was one of the most elevated affairs I had ever seen ; lords, 
ladies, and other like high personages, several of them auditors of 
mine in the last lecturing season. The lady of the house, one 
lady Harriet Baring, I had to sit and talk with specially for a long, 
long while — one of the cleverest creatures I have met with, full of 
mirth and spirit ; not very beautiful to look upon. 

And again, in another letter : — 

Lord Mahon was there, a small, fashionable Tory, with a beau- 
tiful wife. The dinner was after eight, and ruined me for a week. 
Bunsen did not shine there. The lady hardly hid from him that 
she feared he was a hore. She kept me talking an hour or more 
upstairs ; a clever devil, as Taylor calls her, helle laide, full of wit, 
and the most like a dame of quality of all that I have yet seen. 

Even in Carlyle's own home dissipation pursued him. 
Mrs. Welsh was staying there, and she and her daughter 
took it into their heads to have an evening party of the 

» Not Di. Pusey, but his elder brother. 
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^established sort, the first and last time, I believe, that such 
a thing was attempted in that house. 

The other week (he says on the 8th of March) Jane andacionsly 
got up a thing called a soir^ one evening — that is to say, a party 
of persons who have little to do except wander through a room or 
rooms, and hustle and simmer about, all talking to one another as 
they best can. It seemed to me a most questionable thing for the 
Leddy this. However, she was drawn into it insensibly, and could 
not get retreated ; so it took effect — ^between twenty and thirty en- 
tirely brilliant bits of personages — and really, it all went off in a 
most successful manner. At midnight I smoked a peaceable pipe, 
praying it might be long before we saw the like again. 

Serious work was somewhat disturbed by these splen- 
dours ; but, in fact, he was taking life easy, and was not 
disinclined to enjoy himself. 

To John CarlyU, 

Chelsea : March 11, 1839. 
I am reading a great many books, in a languid way, about Crom- 
well and his time, but any work on this matter seems yet at a great 
distance from me. The truth is, I have arrived at the turning of a 
new leaf, and right thankful am I that Heaven enables me to pause 
a little, and I willingly follow the monition or permission of 
Heaven. From my boyhood upwards I have been like a creature 
breathlessly ' climbing a soaped pole ; * ruin and the bottomless 
abyss beneath me, and the pole quite slippeiy soaped. But now 
I have got to a kind of notch on the same, and do purpose, by 
Heaven's blessing, to take my breath a moment there before ad- 
venturing further. If I Uve, I shall probably have farther to go ; 
if not, not — ^we can do either way. In biliary days (I am apt to be 
biliary), the devil reproaches me dreadfully, but I answer, * True, 
boy ; no sorrier scoundrel in the world than lazy I ! But what 
help ? I lofoe no subject so as to give my life for it at present. I 
will not write on any subject, seest thou ? but prefer to ripen or 
rot for a while.' 

The lectures had to be provided for, but the subject 
chosen, the Revolutions of Modern Europe, was one on 
which Carlyle could speak without special preparation. An 
English edition of the ' Miscellanies ' was coining out at 
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last, and money was to be paid for it. He was thns able 
to lie upon his oars till Cromwell or some other topic took 
active possession ; and, meanwhile, he had to receive the 
homage of the world, which began to be offered from un- 
expected quarters. An account of Count d'Orsay's visit to 
Cheyne Row is amusingly told by Mrs. Carlyle in the 
Letters and Memorials. Here is her husband^s version 
of the same sumptuous phenomenon. After speaking of 
the favourable arrangements for the publication of the 
' Miscellanies,' he says : — 

To John Carlyle, 

Chelsea : April 16, 1839. 

My heart silently thanks Heaven that I was not tried beyond 
what I could bear. It is quite a new sensation, and one of the 
most blessed, that yon will actually be allowed to live not a beg- 
gar. As to the praise, &c., I think it will not hurt me much ; I 
can see too well the meaning of what that is. I have too faithful 
a dyspepsia working continually in monition of me, were there 
nothing else. Nevertheless, I must tell you of the strangest com- 
pliment of all, which occurred since I wrote last — the advent of 
Count d'Orsay. About a fortnight ago, this Phoebus Apollo of 
dandyism, escorted by x)oor little Chorley, came whirling hither in 
a chariot that struck all Chelsea into mute amazement with splen- 
dour. Chorley*s under jaw went like the hopper or under riddlo 
of a pair of fanners, such was his terror on bringing such a splen- 
dour into actual contact with such a grimness. Nevertheless, we 
did amazingly well, the Count and I. He is a tall fellow of six feet 
three, built like a tower, with floods of dark-aubum hair, with a 
beauty, with an adornment unsurpassable on this planet ; withal 
a rather substantial fellow at bottom, by no means without insight, 
without fun, and a sort of rough sarcasm rather striking out of 
such a porcelain figure. He said, looking at Shelley's bust, in his 
French accent, ' Ah, it is one of those faces who weesh to swallow 
their chin.' He admired the fine epic, &c., &c.; hoped I would 
call soon, and see Lady Blessington withal. Finally he went his 
way, and Chorley with reassumed jaw. Jane laughed for two days 
at the contrast of my plaid dressing-gown, bilious, iron counte- 
nance, and this Paphian apparition. I did not call till the other 
day, and left ir.- I do not Ece well what good I can 
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get by meeting him much, or Lady B. and demirepdom, though I 
should not object to see it once, and then oftener if agreeable. 

May brought the lectures at the old rooms in Edward 
Street. They did not please Carlyle, and, perhaps, were 
not really among his fine utterances. In the ' French 
Revolution ' he had given his best thoughts on the subject 
in his best manner. He could now only repeat himself, 
more or less rhetorically, with a varying text. Mrs. Car- 
lyle herself did not think that her husband was doing 
justice to himself. He was unwell for one thing. But 
the success was distinct as ever; the audience bursting 
into ejaculations of surprise and pleasure. The ^ Splen- 
dids ! ', ' Devilish fines ! ', ' Most trues ! ', &c., all indicat- 
ing that on their side there was no disappointment. His 
own account of the matter indicates far less satisfaction. 

To John Carlyle, 

Chelsea : May 26, 1839. 

The lectures are over "with tolerable edat^ with a clear gain of 
very nearly 200/., which latter is the only altogether comfortable 
I)art of the business. My audience was visibly more numerous 
than ever, and of more distinguished people. My sorrow in de- 
livery was less ; my remorse after delivery was much greater. I 
gave one very bad lecture (as I thought) ; the last but one. It 
. ssaa.on^the^ French Beyolution. I was dispirited — in miserable 
health. My audi^ace/Tnainiy-Tejy,-. could not be expected to 
sympathisft with me. In short, I felt, after it was over, like a 
man that had been robbing henroosts. In which circumstances, 
I, the day before my finale, hired a swift horse, galloped out to 
' Harrow like a Faust's flight through an ocean of green, went in a 

/ kind of rage to the room the next day, and made on Sajiscullottism 
itself very considerably the nearest approach to a good lecture 
they ever got out of me, carried the whole business glowing after 

1 me, and ended half an hour beyond my time with universal de- 

^--^ cisive applause sufScient for the situation. 

The 'remorse' was genuine, for Carlyle in his heart 
disapproved of these displays and detested them. Yet 
lie, too, Lad become aware of the strange sensation of 
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seeing a crowd of people hanging upon his words, and 
yielding themselves like an instrument for him to play 
upon. There is an irresistible feeling of proud delight in 
such situations. If not intoxicated, he was excited ; and 
Emerson writing at the same moment to press him to 
show himself in Boston, he did think for a second or 
two of going over for the autumn ' to learn the art of 
extempore speaking.' Had he gone it might have been 
the ruin of him, for he had all the qualities which with 
practice would have made him a splendid orator. But he 
"vas wise in time, and set himself to a worthier enterprise 
— not yet Cromwell, but something which stood in the 
way of Cromwell — and insisted oy being dealt with before 
hfi^ could settle upon history. ^A\\ his life he had been 
fineditating on the problem of the working-man's existence 
* in this country at the present epoch ; how wealth was 
growing, but the human toilers grew none the better, 
mentally or bodily — not better, only more numerous, and 
liable, on any check to trade, to sink into squalor and 
famine. He had seen the Glasgow riots in 1819. He 
had heard his father talk of the poor masons, dining 
silently upon water and water-cresses. His letters are 
full of reflections on such things, sad or indignant, as the 
humour might be. He was himself a working-man's son. 
He had been bred in a peasant home, and.aiLlu^»HB^4»pa- 
Ihifia-wejrfiwith his j).wn class* JH^j^s^agjiot a revolutionist: 
lie knew well that violence_would be no remedy * tha t 
there' lay^blnlyTfn^nltiesr and deeper mfsery ~^15ut the fact 
remained, pbrteinding frightful issues.^ '^'ITie Reform Bill 
was to have mended matters, but the Reform Bill had 
gone by and the poor were none the happier. Tlig.£ower 
of the State had been shifted from the aristocracyjto^the 
millowners, and merchants, and shopkeepers. That was 
all. The handicraftsman remained where he was, or was 
einkir** ' ' unowned Arab, to whom 'fi*ee- 
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dom ' meant freedom to work if the employer had work 
to offer him conveniently to himself, or else freedom to* 
starve. Thfi..,ii3ji|^ of j uch a state of soc iety j|,s_thisj2gas^ 
the Sanscnlottism on which Tie had]been l^Qfcuiing^.auAhe / 
felt'that he must put Jtiisthougjjda,^^ ^ 

fOrmr""^e had no^.faitkiu.paliti«^Fei«edie»;T^ \ 

suffrages, recognitiou p£..,^thei,.jdghtfr of- man,"* &:cr-^Trb«o- 
lu tejy none. , That was the road on whicli tlie French had 
gone ; and, if tried in England, it would end as it ended 
with them —in anarchy, and hunger, and fury. The root 
of the mischief was tlie forgetf ulness on the part of the 
upper classes, increasing now to flat denial, that they 
owed any duty to those under them beyond the payment 
of contract wages at the market price. The Liberal 
theoiT^ as formulated in Political Econoim\ was that 
everyone slioitld attend exclusively to his own interests, 
and that the best of all possible worlds would be tho 
certain result. His own conviction was that the result 
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would be tlie worst of all possible worlds, a world in 
which human life, such a life as huma/n beings ought to 
live, would become impossible. People talked of Prog- 
ress. 1^0 hm thp^*^ ^^« ^^ prpgyess except^ W>orftl-p^«ftg- 
re&s»!^..deaj:er-^recognitie»-<>£ th&.i22^id£-.wh^ stoodlfaceY^ 
t o^face w ith every man at f a/;*h mr^mejxt^ 9f hifi tifftr^nd 
the neglect of which would be his desti;uQtiQn. He was 
appalled at the contrast between the principles on which 
men practicjally acted and those which on Sundays they 
professed to believe ; at the ever-increasing luxury in rich 
men's palaces, and the wretchedness, without hope of 
escape, of the millions without whom that luxury could 
not have been. Such a state of things, he thought, might 
continue for a time among a people naturally well dis- 
posed and accustomed to submission ; but it could not last 
for ever. The Maker of the world would not allow it. 
The angry slaves of toil would rise and burn the palaces, 
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as the French peasantry had bnmt the chateaux. The 
onlj remedy was the old one — t^ tAnp.Ti i\\{\ p^Tifip.iftTi<;>^ or 
tjiftjfftftrft of tlio^ >yhQiii he refflrded as responsible . He 
felt that he must write something about all that, though it 
was not easy to see how or where. Such a message as he 
had to give would be welcome neither to Liberals nor 
Conservatives. The Political Economists believed that 
since the Keform Bill all was going as it should do, and 
required only to be let alone ; the more the rich enjoyed 
themselves, the more employment there would be, and 
high and low would be benefited alike. The Noble Lords 
and gentry were happy in their hounds and their game- 
preserves, and had lost tlie sense that rank and wealth 
meant anything save privilege for idle amusement. Not 
to either of these, nor to their organs in the press, could 
Carlyle be welcome. He w as call ed a Radical, an d Radi- 
I caLhe^waSjL if ^o r^qnii-ft fL nlmngft ]q the souls^ and hearts , 
aa^^habits of life of .mftn waa to be a Radica l. But per- 

I haps no one in England moi-e entirely disbelieved every 

II single article of the orthodox Radical creed. He had more 
^*in common with the Tories than with their rivals, and was 

prepared, if such a strange ally pleased them, to let it so 
appear. 'Guess what immediate project I am on,' he 
wrote to his brother, when the lectures were over : ' that 
of writing an article on the working-classes for the " Quar- 
terly." It is verily so. I offered to do the thing for Mill 
about a year ago. He durst not. I felt a kind of call 
and monition of duty to do it, wrote to Lockhart accord- 
ingly, was altogether invitingly answei'ed, had a long in- 
terview with the man yesterday, found him a person of 
sense, good-breeding, even kindness, and great consen- 
taneity of opinion with myself on the matter. Am to get 
books from him to morrow- and so shall forthwith set about 
telling the C'^ r or two about the claims, 

condition, =5 w^^-i'^'nor order of men. 



\ 
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Jane is very glad, partly from a kind of spite at the Blbdr 
smnigJceit of Mill and liis wooden set. The Radicals, as 
they stand now, are dead and gone, I apprehend, owing 
to their heathen stupidity on this very matter. It is not 
to be ont till autumn, that being the time for things re- 
quiring thought, as Loekhart says. I shall have much to 
read and inquire, but I shall have the thing oiBf my hands, 
and have my heart clear about it.' 

What came of this project will be seen. One result of 
it, however, was a singular relation which grew up between 
Carlyle and Loekhart. They lived in different circles; 
they did not meet often, or correspond often ; but Carlyle 
ever after spoke of Loekhart as he seldom spoke of any 
man ; and such letters of Lockhart's to Carlyle as survive 
show a trusting confidence extremely remarkable in a man 
who was so chary of his esteem. 

In general society Carlyle was mixing more and more, 
import^t persons seeking his acquaintance. He met 
Vebst g^the famous American, at breakfast one morning, 
and has left a portrait of this noticeable politician. ' I 
will warrant him,' he says, ' one of the stiffest logic buffers 
and parliamentary athletes anywhere to be met with in 
our world at present — a grim, tall, broad -bottomed, yellow- 
skinned man, with brows like precipitous cliffs, and huge, 
black, dull, wearied, yet unweariable-looking eyes, under 
them ; amoi'phous projecting nose, and the angriest shut 
mouth I have anywhere seen. A droop on the sides of 
the upper lip is quite mastiff-like — magnificent to look 
npon ; it is so quiet withal. I guess I should like ill to 
be that man's nigger. However, he is a I'ight clever man 
in his way, and has a husky sort of fun in him too ; drawls 
in a handf ast didactic manner about " our republic insti- 
tutions," ifec, and so plays his part.' Another memorable 
notability Carlyle came across at this time, who struck 
him much, and the attraction was mutual — Connop Thirl- 
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wall, afterwards Bishop of St. David's, then under a cloud 
in the ecclesiastic world, as ' suspect ' of heresy. Of this 
great man more will be heard hereafter. Their first meet- 
ing was at James Spedding's rooms in Lincoln's Inn 
Fields ; ' very pleasant, free and easy, with windows flung 
up, and tobacco ad libitum,'^ He found the future bishop 
' a most sarcastic, sceptical, but strong-hearted, strong- 
headed man, whom he had a real liking for.' The ortho- 
dox side of the conversation was maintained, it seems, 
by Milnes, 'who gave the party dilettante Catholicism, 
and endured Thirlwall's tobacco.' 

One more pleasant incident befell Carlyle before the 
dog-days and the annual migration. He was known to 
wish for a horse, and yet to hesitate whether such an in- 
dulgence was permissible to a person financially situated 
as he was. Mr. Marshall, of Leeds, whose name has been 
already mentioned, heard of it ; and Mr. Marshall's son 
appeared one day in Cheyne Row, with a message that his 
father had a mare for which he had no use, and would be 
pleased if Carlyle would accept her. The offer was made 
with the utmost delicacy. If he was leaving town, and 
did not inmiediately need such an article, they would keep 
her at grass till he returned. It was represented, in fact, 
as a convenience to them, as well as a possible pleasure to 
him. The gift was nothing in itself, for Mr. Marshall 
was a man of vast wealth ; but it was a handsome sign of 
consideration and good-feeling, and was gratefully recog- 
nised as such. The mare became Carlyle's. She was 
called ' Citoyenne,' after the ' French Revolution.' The 
expense would be something, but would be repaid by in- 
crease of health. Mrs. Carlyle said, ' It is like buying a 
laxjing ?ien^ and giving it to some deserving person. Ac- 
cept it, dear ! ' 

A still nearer friend had also been taking thought for 
liis comfort. ^^ -» going to Scotland, and this year his 
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wife was going with him. The faithful, thoughtful John 
had sent 30Z. privately to his brother Alick at Eccle- 
feehan, to provide a horse and gig, that Carljle and she 
might drive about together as with the old clatch at 
Craigenputtock — a beautiful action on the part of John. 
They went north in the middle of July, going first to 
Nithsdale to stay with Mrs. Welsh at Templand. Mrs. 
Welsh, too, had been considering what she could do to 
gratify her son-in-law, and had invited his mother over 
from Scotsbrig to meet him. Mrs. Carlyle was not well 
at Templand, and could not much enjoy herself ; but 
Carlyle was like a boy out of school. He and his old 
mother drove about in John's gig together, or wandered 
through the shrubberies, smoking their pipes together, 
like a pair of lovers — as indeed they were. Later on, 
when he grew impatient again, he called the life which he 
was leading ' sluggish ignoble solitude,' but it was as near 
an approach as he ever knew to what is meant by happi- 
ness. This summer nothing went wrong with him. 
When the Templand visit was over, he removed to Scots- 
brig and there stayed, turning over his intended article. 
Of letters he wrote few of any interest — chiefly to his 
brother John, who was thinking of leaving Lady Clare, 
and of settling in London to be near Clieyne Row. 
Carlyle's advice to him sliows curious self-knowledge. 

To John Carlyle, 

Scotsbrig : August 13, 1839. 
If your lot brought you near me, it would, of course, be a bless- 
ing to me — to us both, I dare say ; for, though we chaffer and 
argue a good deal — a good deal too much — ^yet surely there is 
good brotherly agreement between us. A brother is a great 
possession in this world — one of the greatest ; yet it would be un- 
wise to make great sacrifices of essentials for the advantage of 
being close together. Ah me ! I am no man whom it is desirable 
to be too close to — an unhappy mortal — at least, with nerves that 
preappoint me to continual pain and loneliness, let me have what 
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crowds of society I like. To work is the sole nse of living. But 
we will specnlate no longer ; above aU, we will not complain. 

The holiday lasted two months only. * Wilhelin Meister ' 
was now to be republished, and he was wanted at home. 
The railway had just been opened from Preston to Lon- 
don ; and on this return journey he made his first experi- 
ence of the new mode of locomotion. 

To John Carlyle. 

Chelsea : September 13, 183a 
The whirl throngh the confused darkness, on those steam wings, 
was one of the strangest things I have experienced — hissing and 
dashing on, one knew not whither. We saw the gleam of towns 
in the distance — ^unknown towns. We went over the tops of 
honses— one town or village I saw clearly, with its chimney heads 
vainly stretching up towards ns — under the stars ; not under the 
clouds, but among them. Out of one vehicle into another, snort- 
ing, roaring we flew : the likest thing to a Faust's flight on the 
Devil's mantle ; or as if some huge steam night-bird had flung you 
on its back, and was sweeping through unknown space with you, 
most probably towards Loudon. At Birmingham, an excellent 
breakfast, with deliberation to eat it, set us up surprisingly ; and 
so, with the usual series of phenomena, we were safe landed at 
Euston Square, soon after one o'clock. We slept long and deep. 
It was a great surprise the first moment to find one did not waken 
at Scotsbrig. Wretched feelings of all sorts were holding carnival 
within me. The best I could do was to keep the door carefully 
shut on them. I sate dead silent all yesterday, working at 
' Meister ; ' and now they are gone back to their caves again. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

A.D. 1839-40. JST. 44-45. 

Review of Carlyle by Sterling — ^Article on Chartism offered to 
Lockhart — ^Expanded into a book — Dinner in Dover Street — 
First sight of Dickens — ^Lectures on Heroes — Conception of 
Cromwell — ^Visit from Thirlwall — London Library — Impres- 
sions of Tennyson — ^Reviews — ^Poseyism — Book to be written 
on Cromwell. 

A PLEASANT surprise waited for Carlyle on his return to 
London — an article upon him by Sterling in the ' West- 
minster Review.' Sterling's admiration was steadily grow- 
ing — admiration alike for his friend's intellect and char- 
acter. It was the first public acknowledgment of Car- 
lyle's ^ magnitude ' which had been made. He perhaps 
remembered that he had expressed some spleen at Sterling 
in the summer, and a little penitence may have been mixed 
with his gratitude. 

To John Sterling. 

Chelsea : September 29, 1839. 
. . . Mill says it is the best thing you ever wrote ; and, truly, 
so should I, if you had not shut my mouth. It is a thing all glar- 
ing and boiling like a furnace of molten metal : ^ a brave thing, 
nay a vast and headlong, full of generosity, passionate insight, 
lightning, extravagance, and Sterlingism — such an article as we 
have not read for some time past. It will be talked of ; it will be 
admired, condemned, and create astonishment and give offence far 
and near. My friend, what a notion you have got of me ! I dis- 
cern certain natural features, the general outline of shape ; but it 
is as one would in the Air Giant of the Hartz, huge as Opheneus, 

> Sterling*a article is reprinted by Hare, vol. i, p. 252. 
Vol. IU.— 10 
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erowda of sodetT I like. To work is the sole use of living. Bui 
ve irill speculate no longer ; above aU, we will not complain. 

Theholiday lasted two months only. 'Wilhelm Meister' 
was now to be repnblished, and he was wanted at home. 
The railway had jast been opened from Preston to Lon- 
don ; and on tliis return jonrney he made his fii'St experi- 
ence of the new mode of locoiootiou. 

To John Carfyh. 

Chekea: Septembti 13, 1S39. 
The whirl throngh the confused darkness, on those steam wings, 
VMS one of the atrangeat thiags J have eiporieuced — hissing and 
dashing on, one knew not n-hithor. We saw the gleam of towns 
in the distance — unknown towns. We went over the tops of 
houses— one town or village I saw clearly, with its chimney heads 
ntinly stretching up towards ns — under the stars ; not under the 
donds, but among them. Out of one vehicle into another, snort- 
ing, roaring we flew : the likest thing to a Faust's flight on the 
Devil's mantle ; or as if some huge steam night-bird had flung you 
on its back, and was sweepii^ throngh unknown space with you, 
most probably towards London. At Birmingham, an excellent 
bruAkfast, with deliberation to eat it, set us up surprisingly ; and 
so, with the usual series of phenomena, we were safe landed at 
Enston Square, soon after one o'clock. We slept long and deep. 
It was a great surprise the first ntoment to find one did not waken 
at Scotebrig. Wretched feelings of all sorts were holding carnival 
vithin me. The best I could do was to keep the door oarefnily 
shut on them. I sate dead silent all yesterday, working ai 
' leister ; ' and now they ore gone back to their iiu\es agaia. 
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proved. I have distinctly less pain in all hours. Had I work to 
keep my heart at rest, I should be as well off as I have almost ever 
been. Much solitude is good for me here. Society enough 
comes to me of its own accord. Too much society is likely to 
sweep me along with it, ever and anon, that I, too, become a vain 
repeater of its hearsays, and have no thought or knowledge of my 
own. How did Goethe work? One should get into a way of 
profitably occupying eveiy day, even in the vague, uncommanded, 
unlimited condition I now stand in. Articles, reviews, have lost 
their charm for me. It seems a mere threshing of dusty straw. 
This last year, it is very strange, I have for the first time these 
twelve years — I may say in some measure the first time in my life 
— been free, almost as free as other men perhaps are, from the be- 
wildering terror of coming to actual want of money. Very strange I 
a very considerable alleviation. It now seems as if I actually 
might calculate on contriving some way or other to make bread for 
myself without begging it. 

Under these conditions, and riding every day, Carlyle 
contrived to finish without fret or fume the hypothetical 
article for the 'Quarterly' — for the 'Quarterly' as had 
been proposed, yet, as it grew under Iiis hand, he felt but 
too surely that in those pages it could find no place. 
Could the Tory party five-and-forty years ago have ac- 
cepted Carlyle for their prophet, they would not be where 
they are now. Heat and motion, the men of science tell 
us, are modes of the same force, which may take one form 
or the other, but not both at once. So it is with social 
greatness. The Xoble Lord may live in idleness and lux- 
ury, or he may have political power, but he must choose 
between them. If he prefer the first, lie will not keep 
the second. Carlyle saw too plainly that for him in that 
quarter there would be no willing audience. 

I have finished (he wrote, November 8) a long review article, 
thick pamphlet, or little volume, entitled * Chartism.' Lockhart 
has it, for it was partly promised to him ; at least the refusal of it 
was, and that, I conjecture, will be all he will enjoy of it. Such 
an ai-ticle, equally astonishing to Girondins, Radicals, do-nothing 
Aristocrats, Conser^-alives, and unbelieving dilettante Whigs, can 
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hope for no harbonr in any Review. Lockhart refusing it, I mean 
to print it at mj own expense. The thing has been in my head 
and heart these ten, some of it these twenty, years. One is right 
glad to be delivered of such a thing on any terms. No sect in our 
day has made a wretcheder figure than the Bentham Badical sect. 
Nature abhors a vacuum — ^worthy old girl ! She will not make a 
wretched, unsympathetic, scraggy Atheism and Egoism fruitful in 
her world, but answers to it — * Enough, thou scraggy Atheism I 
Go thy way, wilt thou ? " 

It proved as he expected with the ^ Quarterly.' Lock- 
liart probably agreed witli every word tliat Carlyle had 
written, but to admit a lighted rocket of that kind into 
tlie Conservative arsenal might have shattei-ed the whole 
concern. Lockhart ' sent it back after a week, seemingly 
not without reluctance, saying he dared not.' It was tlieu 
shown to Mill, who was unexpectedly delighted with it. 
The ^ Westminster Review ' was coming to an end. Mill 
was now willing to publish ' Chartism ' in his last number 
as ^ a kind of final shout, that he might sink like the 
Vengeur with a broadside at the water's edge.' Carlyle 
might have consented ; but his wife, and his brother John, 
who was in England, insisted that the thing was too good 
for a fate so ignoble. The ' Westminster Review ' was 
nothing to him, that he should sink along with it. This 
was his own opinion too, which for Mill's sake he had 
been ready to waive. 

I (he said) offered them this very thing two years ago, the block- 
heads, and they dared not let me write it then. If they had taken 
more of my counsel, they need not perhaps have been in a sinking 
state at present. But they went theu* own way, and now their 
Review is to cease ; and their whole beggarly unbelieving Radical- 
ism may cease too, if it likes, and let ns see whether there be not 
a believing Radicalism possible. In short, I think of publishing 
this piece, which I have called * Chartism,' about the poor, their 
rights and their wrongs, as a little separate book. Fraser will 
print it, halving the profits. It may be out probably the end of 
this month (December 1). 
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The book was not long, the printers were expeditious, 
and before the year was out ' Chartism ' was added to the 
list of Carlyle's published works. The sale was rapid, an 
edition of a thousand copies being sold immediately — and 
the large lump of leaven was thrown into the general 
trough to ferment there and work as it could. 'Meister,' 
the most unlike it of all imaginable creations, was repub- 
lished at the same time. The collected ' Miscellanies ' were 
also passing through the press. 

It is strange work with me (he said) studying these essays over 
again. Ten years of my life lie strangely written there. It is I, 
and it is not I, that wrote all that. They are as I could make 
them among the peat bogs and other confusions. It rather seems 
the x)eople like them, in spite of all their crabbedness. 

^ Chartism ' was loudly noticed ; ' considerable review- 
ing, but veiy daft reviewing.' Men wondered ; how could 
they choose but wonder, when a writer of evident power 
stripped bare the social disease, told them that their reme- 
dies were quack remedies, and their progress was progress 
to dissolution ? The Liberal journals, finding their ' for- 
mulas ' disbelieved in, clamoured that Carlyle was unor- 
thodox ; no Sadical, but a wolf in sheep's clothing. Yet 
what he said was true, and could not be denied to be true. 
' They approve generally,' he said, * but regret very much 
that I am a Tory. Stranger Tory, in my opinion, has not 
been fallen in with in these later generations.' Again a 
few weeks later (February 11) : ' "[j^he people are begin- 
ning to discover that I am not a Tory. Ah^ no ! but one 
of l^ci clfiep^^ i(; TTi9i;^li_pfir1ia.pR the quietest^ of all the 

^ftdfg^Iff mW fvtATit in f)ip yrnrlrl— g. thing productive of 

■jmnill oomfortJte several persoiis, . They have said, and 
they will say, and let tliera say.' 

He, too, had had his say. The burden on his soul 
which lay between him and other work had been thrown 
oflE. Now was time to take up the Commonwealth in 
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earnest; bat other subjects were again rising between 
Carljle and the Commonwealth. One more, and this the 
final, course of lectures was to be delivered this spring ; 
and it was to contain something of more consequence than 
its predecessors, something which he could wish to pre- 
serve. By the side of laissez-faire and ' democracy ' in poli- 
tics there was growing up a popular philosophy analogous 
to it. The civilisation of mankind, it was maintained 
(though Mr. Buckle had not yet risen to throw the theory 
into shape), expanded naturally with the growth of knowl- 
edge. Knowledge spread over the world like light, and 
though great men, as they were called, might be a few 
inches taller than their fellows, and so catch the rays a few 
days or years before the rest, yet the rays did not come 
from them, but from the common source of increasing il- 
lumination. Great men were not essentially superior to 
common men. They were the creatures of their age, not 
the creators of it, scarcely even its guides ; and the course 
of things would have been very much the same if this or 
that person who had happened to become famous had 
never existed. Such a view was flattering to the millions 
who wei'e to be invited to self-goveniment. It was the 
natural corollary of the theory that all men were equal 
and possessed an equal right to have their opinions repre- 
sented. It was the exact opposite of the opinion of Car- 
lyle, who held that the welfare of mankind depended 
more on virtue than on scientific discoveries ; and that 
scientific discoveries themselves which were worth the 
name were achievable only by truthfulness and manliness. 
Tlie immense mass of men he believed to be poor creat- 
ures, poor in heart and poor in intellect, incapable of 
making any progress at all if left to their own devices, 
though with a natural loyalty, if not distracted into self- 
conceit, to those wV"^ wiser and better than them- 
eelves. ^ ^ humanity had made was 
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due to special individuals supremely gifted in mind and 
cliaracter, whom Providence sent among them at favoured 
epochs. It was not true, then or ever, that men were 
equal. They were infinitely unequal — unequal in intelli- 
gence, and still more unequal in moral purpose. So far 
from being able to guide or govern themselves, their one 
chance of improvement lay in their submitting to their 
natural superiors, either by their free will, or else by com- 
pulsion. This was the principle which he proposed to il- 
lustrate in a set of discourses upon ^Heroes and Hero- 
Worship.' In the autumn he had been reading about the 
Arabs, which perhaps suggested the idea to him. 

Journal, 

October, 1839. — ^Arabian Tales by Lane ; very pious. No people 
so leligions, except the English and Scotch Puritans for a season. 
Good man Mahomet, on the whole ; sincere ; a fighter, not indeed 
with perfect triumph, yet with honest battle. No mere sitter in 
the chimney-nook with theories of battle, such as your ordinaiy 
* perfect ' characters are. The * vein of anger ' between his brows, 
beaming black eyes, brown complexion, stout middle figure ; fond 
of cheerful social talk — wish I knew Ai-abic. Cromwell ! How on 
earth could he be treated ? Begin to see him at times in some 
measure, even to like him and pity him. Voi/ons ! Is the drama 
altogether dead ? I fear so ; for me at any rate. 

To John Carlyle. 

Chelsea : February 27, 1840. 
I am beginning seriously to meditate my course of lectures, and 
have even, or seem to have, iYiQ prinuyrdium of a subject in me, 
though not < nameable ' as yet ; and the dinners, routs, callers, 
confusions inevitable to a certain length. Ay de mi I I wish I was 
far from it. No health lies for me in that for body or for soul. 
Welfare, at least the absence of ill fare and semi-delirium, is pos- 
sible for me in solitude only. Solitude indeed is sad as Golgotha, 
but it is not mad like Bedlam. Oh, the devil bum it ! there is no 
pleasing of you, strike where one will. 

^The devil burn it, there is no pleasing of you!' was 
the saying of an Irish corporal who was flogging some ill- 
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deserver. Whether he hit him high or hit him low, the 
victim was equally dissatisfied. Carlj^le complained when 
alone, and complained when driven into the world ; din- 
ner parties cost him his sleep, damaged his digestion, 
damaged his temper. Yet when he went into society no 
one enjoyed it more or created more enjoyment. The 
record of adventures of this kind alternates with groans 
over the consequent sufferings. He was the keenest of 
observers ; the game was not worth the candle to him, but 
he gathered out of it what he could. Here is an account 
of a dinner at the Stanleys' in Dover Street. 

To John GarlyU, 

Chelsea : March 17, 1840. 
There, at the dear cost of a shattered set of nerves and head set 
whirling for the next eight-and-forty hours, I did see lords and 
lions — ^Lord Holland and Lady, Lord Normanby, &c. — and then, 
for soiree upstairs, Morpeth, Lansdowne, French Guizot, the 
Queen of Beauty, &c. Nay, Pickwick, too, was of the same dinner 
party, though they do not seem to heed him over-much. He is a 
fine little fellow — Boz, I think. Clear blue, intelligent eyes, eye- 
brows that he arches amazingly, large protrusive rather loose 
mouth, a face of most extreme mobility, which he shuttles about — 
eyebrows, eyes, mouth and all — in a very singular manner while 
speaking. Surmount this with a loose coil of common-coloured 
hair, and set it on a small compact figure, very small, and dressed 
k la D'Orsay rather than well — this is Pickwick. For the rest a 
quiet, shrewd- looking, little fellow, who seems to guess pretty 
well what he is and what others are. Lady Holland is a brown- 
skinned, silent, sad, concentrated, proud old dame. Her face, 
when you see it in profile, has something of the falcon character, 
if a falcon's bill were straight ; and you see much of the white of 
her eye. Notable word she spake none — sate like one wont to be 
obeyed and entertained. Old Holland, whose legs are said to be 
almost turned to stone, pleased me much. A very large, bald 
head, small, grey, invincible, composed-looking eyes, the immense 
tuft of an eyebrow which all the Foxes have, stiff upper lip, roomy 
mouth and chin, short, angry, yet modest nose. I saw there a fine 
old Jarl — ^an honest, obstinate, candid, wholesomely limited, veiy 
effectual « >le old man. Of the rest I will not say a syl« 
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lable, not eyen of the Queen of Beauty, who looked rather withered 
and unwell. 

Such scenes might amuse while they lasted ; but shat- 
tered nerves for forty-eight hours were a heavy price to 
pay for them, and they brought no real pleasure. To Mr. 
Erskine he writes in the middle of it : — 

Time does not reconcile me to this immeasurable, soul-confusing 
uproar of a life in London. I meditate passionately many times 
to fly from it for life and sanity. The sound of clear brooks, of 
woody solitudes, of sea- waves under summer suns ; all this in one's 
fancy here is too beautifxQ, like sad, forbidden fruit. Cor irre- 
quieium est. We will wait and see. 

More really interesting were letters which came to him 
from strangers low and high, who were finding in his 
writings guidance through their own intellectual perplexi- 
ties. Dr. Arnold, of Kugby, wrote that ' since he had 
read the " French Revolution " he had longed to become 
acquainted with its author. He had found in that book 
an understanding of the true nature of history, such as it 
delighted his heart to meet with. The wisdom and elo- 
quence of it was such a treasure to him as he had rarely 
met with, and was not often likely to meet with again.' 
A poor Paisley weaver thanked him, in a yet more wel- 
come if ill-spelt missive, for having taught him that ' man 
does not live by demonstration, but by faith. The world 
had been to him for a long time a deserted temple. Car- 
lyle's writings had restored the significance of things to 
him, and his voice had been as the voice of a beneficent 
spiritual father.' This was worthier homage than the 
flattering worship of London frivolity which injured health 
and temper. 

March 30, 1840. — I pass my days under the abominable press- 
ure of physical misery — a man foiled. I mean to ride diligently 
for three complete months, try faithfully whether in that way my 
insupportable burden and imprisonment cannot be alleviated into 
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at least the old degree of endurabiHtj. And failing that, I shall 
pray God to aid me in the requisite decisive measures, for posi- 
tively my life is black and hateful to me. Spent as I am forced to 
spend it here, I once for all must not and will not continue so. I 
have serious thoughts of vniting my lectures down, then flaming 
about over both hemispheres with them (too like a Oagliostroccio), 
to earn so much as will buy the smaUest x>eculLum of annuity, 
whereon to retire into some hut by the seashore, and there lie 
quiet till my hour come. 

' Physical misery ' was not the worst, for it was an old 
failing of Carlyle's that when he was uncomfortable he 
could not keep it to himself, and made more of it than the 
reality justified. Long before, when with the Bullers at 
Kinnaird, he had terrified his family with accounts of kis 
tortures from dyspepsia, and had told them afterwards they 
should have known that when he cried ' murder ' he was 
not always being killed. His wife suffered perhaps more 
than he from colds and pains and sleeplessness ; when her 
husband was dilating upon his own sorrows, he often for- 
got hers, or made them worse by worry. Charming, witty, 
brilliant, affectionately playful as she naturally was, she 
had ' a hot temper,' as Carlyle had said, and a torigue, 
when she was angry, like a cat's, which would take the 
skin off at a touch. Here is a brief entry in Carlyle's 
Journal significant of much. 

-4j?n7 23, 1840. — ^Work ruined for this day. Imprudently ex- 
pressed complaints in the morning filled all the sky with clouds — 
portending gi'ave issues ? or only inane ones ? I am sick and very 
miserable. I have kept riding for the last two months. My health 
seems hardly to improve. I have been throwing my lectures upon 
paper — lectures on Heroes. I know not what will come of them. 
In twelve days we shall see. * Miscellanies * out, and * Chartism * 
second thousand. If I were a little healthier — ah me ! all were 
well. 

Among such elements as these grew the magnificent 

addresses on great men and their import in this world. 

'^rs will fl^row where the thorns are sharpest ; and 
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the cactus does not lose its prickles, though planted in the 
kindliest soil. London did not suit Carlyle, but would 
any other place have suited him better ? 

Of the delivery of this course of lectures we have a more 
particular account than of the rest, for he wrote regularly, 
while they were proceeding, to his mother. The first was 
on the Hero as God, Odin being the representative figure ; 
Odin, and not Anotlier, for obvious reasons; but in this, 
as in everything, Carlyle was Norse to the heart. 

To Margaret Carlyle, Scotsbrig. 

Chelsea : May 6, 184a 
First lecture over. I thonght I should get something like the 
tenth part of my meaning unfolded to the good people, and I 
could not feel that I had got much more. However they seemed 
content ; sate silent, listening as if it had been gospel. I strive 
not to heed my own notion of the thing, to keep down tlie conceit and 
ambition of inCf for that is it. I was not in good tune. I had 
awoke at 4|. My room was considerably fuller than even before — 
the bonniest and brawest of people. What more could the human 
mind require of such a business ? I fancy, being once fairly into 
the subject, I shall do a thought better, perhaps, on Friday, 
though Mahomet is not a very intimate friend to any of us. I will 
make a book of it perhaps, and be hanged to them ! What the 
newspapers say for or against, or whether they say anything, ap- 
pears to be of no consequence at all. 

May 9. — ^I gave my second lecture yesterday* to a larger 
audience than ever, and with all the success, or more, that was 
necessary for me. It was on Mahomet. I had bishops and all 
kinds of x)eople among my hearers. I gave them to know that tho 
poor Arab had points about him which it were good for all of them 
to imitate ; that probably they were more of quacks than he ; that, 
in short, it was altogether a new kind of thing they were hearing 
to-day. The people seemed greatly astonished and greatly pleased. 
I vomited forth on them like wild Annandale grapeshot. They 
laughed, applauded, &c. In short, it was all right, and I suppose 
it was by much the best lecture I shall have the luck to give this 
time ; for really it all depends on what we call luck. I cannot say 

^ The Hero as Prophet ; Mahomet. 
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in the least whether my lecture will be good or bad when I begin 
to deliver it. So far it is well enongh. And now, alas ! as the 
price of a good lecture my nerves are thrown into snch a flurry 
that I got little sleep last night, and am all out of sorts to-day. 
Two weeks more and the sore business is done, and perhaps I 
shall never try it another time. My audience is between two and 
three hundred, and grew a great deal larger after the first lecture. 
I expect to clear 200/. out of it. That is the result, and next year 
I hope I may be able to dispense with that aid, since it must be 
purchased with such a iirrivee, which I like so ill. 

The third and fourth lectures were on the Hero as Poet, 
Dante and Shakespeare being the representatives ; and 
the Hero as Priest, with Luther and Knox. 

May 20. — Fifth lecture* delivered yesterday. Jane says, and 
indeed I rather think it is true, that these last two lectures are 
among the best I ever gave. She says the very best, but I do not 
think that ; and certainly they have not done me nearly so much 
mischief as the others were wont. I feel great pain and anxiety 
till I get them done on the day when they are to be done ; but no 
excessive shattering of myself to pieces in consequence of that. 
The thing seems a thing I could learn to stand by-and-by. Be- 
sides I am telling the people matters that belong much more to 
myself this year, which is far more interesting to me. I fancy 
myself to be perhaps offending this man to-day, and that man 
another day, but I say, * No help for it, friends ; you must just 
wait ; see how it will turn, and adjust yourselves ; if it do not 
turn well for you, the story must be told,* and so it goes along 
tolerably well. 

May 23. — ^I got through the last lecture yesterday in very toler- 
able style,' seemingly much to the satisfaction of all parties ; and 
the people all expressed in a great variety of ways much very 
genuine-looking friendliness for me. I contrived to tell them 
something about poor Cromwell, and I think to convince them 
that he was a great and true man, the valiant soldier in England 
of what John Knox had preached in Scotland. In a word, the 
people seemed agreed that it was my best course of lectures, this. 
And now you see I am handsomely through it, and ought to be 
very thankful. I will not be in haste to throw myself into such a 

* The Hero as Man of Letters. ' The Hero as King. 
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tumble again. It stirs me all up into ferment, fret, and confusion, 
such as I hate altogether ; and now thab I have got some fraction 
of cash one way and another I can wait. I will keep my hoi*se a 
while longer, dear as it is, and try a little further whether there is 
not some good use in it — worth 25 shillings a week — ^yea or no. 

To John Carlyle, 

Chelsea: May 2(5, 1840. 
The lecturing business went off with sufficient eclat. The course 
was generally judged, and I rather join therein myself, to be the 
bad best I have yet given. On the last day — Friday last — I went 
to speak of Cromwell with a head fuU of air; you know that 
wretched physical feeling ; I had been concerned with drugs, had 
awakened at five, &c. It is absolute martyrdom. My tongue 
would hardly wag at all when I got done. Yet the good people 
sate breathless, or broke out into all kinds of testimonies of good- 
will ; seemed to like very much indeed the huge ragged image I 
gave them of a believing Calvinistic soldier and reformer. * Sun- 
clear, nucleus of intellect and force and faith, in its wild circum- 
ambient element of darkness, hypochondriac misery and quasi- 
madness, in direct communication once more with the innermost 
deep of things.' In a word, we got right handsomely through. 
My health is cei-tainly, one would think, better than it was last 
year ; at least, I have far more clearness, vigour of mind ; but all 
secondary symptoms seem as bad as ever — want of sleep, &c. I 
rush out into the solitary woods and green places. The air is 
odorous with blossoms ; the sight reposes itself on a world of 
bursting greenness. Three times out in the Wimbledon region I 
have heard the cuckoo almost with tears. Thank God I feel as if 
there did lie a little more in me, as if my continued life and 
misery was not for no purpose. 

This was Carlyle's last appearance on the platform, 
lie never spoke in public again till twenty-six years after, 
when he addressed the students in Edinburgh. His better 
nature disapproved of these exhibitions. Writing to 
Erskine, who had wished to be present at this final 
course, he said : — 

Let all that love me keep far away on occasions of that kind. I 
am in no case so sorry for myself as when standing up there be- 
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wildered, distracted, nine-tenths of my poor faculty lost in terror 
and wretchedness, ^ spectacle to men. It is mj most ardent hope 
that this exhibition may be my last of snch ; that Necessity, with 
her bayonet at my back, may never again drive me up thither, a 
creatni'e more fit for uttering himself in a flood of inarticulate 
tears than any other way. 

He had thought, as has been seen, of repeating the ex- 
periment in America. He knew well enough that if lie 
resolutely tried he could succeed. But to succeed he 
knew also that he would have to part with his natural 
modesty, the noblest part of him, as of every man. He 
must part, too, with his love of truth. The orator, in tlie 
rush and flow of words, cannot always speak truth, can- 
not even try to speak truth ; for he speaks to an audience 
which reacts upon him, and he learns as he goes on to 
utter, not the facts as he knows them to be, but the facts 
shaped and twisted to please his hearers. He shut his 
ears therefore to the treacherous siren, and turned back to 
his proper function. The lectures on Heroes were to be 
written out and made into a book. This was the occupa- 
tion which he had laid out for himself for the summer ; 
and tliere was to be no change to the North till ' this bit 
of work was accomplished.' 

There was the usual relapse after the excitement, less 
extreme than in other years, but sufficient to call up his 
melancholy and morbid humor. On June 3 he writes : — 

I rode with Fonblanque of the * Examiner ' one evening ; rather 
poor company. I feel on the whole better alone. No man nor 
body of men can do much for me, not if they would take all the 
trouble in the world. Could the whole of them unwrap the bale- 
ful Nessus shirt of perpetual pain and isolation in which I am 
lamed, embated, and swathed as in enchantment till I quit this 
earth? Not they. Let them go their road. Go thou also in 
God's name ! 

^ ' " *'iere came a friend to him of a better 

une date he tells his mother that Thirl 
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M-all had been in Clieyne Row to have a talk and smoke 
with him — ' the massive Cantabi-igian Scholar and Sceptic,' 
whom he had twice already fallen in with. Thirlwall, after 
his difference with the authorities at Cambridge, was now 
on the eve of promotion to a bishopric. Carlyle was well 
acquainted with the condition of the * massive scholar's ' 
thoughts on theological mysteries. He told me that Thirl- 
wall lay three nights awake when the see of St. David's 
was offered to him, considering whether he was fit for such 
a place, or the place for him. He did not himself ap- 
prove of men acting parts which were not natural to them. 
How Thirlwall acted his part he had an opportunity of 
judging when he paid the bishop a visit at his palace. 
The English Church will probably never again have a prel- 
ate of Thirlwall's power or character, and I may mention 
liere another small incident connected with Jiis elevation 
to the bench. Charles Buller, who had known Thirlwall 
at Cambridge, told me that he among others had recom- 
mended him to Lord Melbourne. ' Yes,' Melbourne said, 
* but hang it ' (the real word was stronger), * he is not or- 
thodox in that preface to Schleiermacher.' Buller an- 
swered that he thought his friend sufficiently orthodox 
for the purpose. They adjourned to Melbourne's library, 
and spent a morning over ' the Fathers,' searching for prec- 
edents for Thirlwall's opinions. 

Other intruders in Cheyne Row were treated with less 
respect ; for instance — 

A wretched Dud called , member, I think, for , 

called one day with his wife, a dirty little Atheistic Badical, living 

seemingly in a mere element of pretentious twaddle with 

and and the literaiy vapidities of his day. Jane says I 

treated him inhumanly, as a bulldog might some ill-favoured mes- 
sirif for my nerves were shattered asunder by a gallop in the wind. 

The table lay covered for dinner, and took to arguing 

about the Copyright Bill. One day there stepped in a very curi- 
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ons little fellow, Dr. Thomas Murray,* whom you recollect with- 
out the Doctor, as of Edinburgh and Literary Galloway. There is 
hardly any change in the little man. Worldly, egoistic, small, 
vain, a poor grub in whom perhaps was still some remnant of bet- 
ter instincts, whom one could not look at without impressive rem- 
iniscences. He did not come back to me, nor did I want it, 
though I asked him. 

Shortly after Carlyle went to a party at the Dud's whom 
he had handled so roughly, perhaps to make up for his 
rudeness. 

O'Connell, Bowring, Hickson, Southwood Smith — pinchbeck 
people all, what I called a literary political swell-mob. O'Con- 
nell is beginning to look very old. There was a celebrated Flor- 
entine, Signora Vespucci, there, very dashing in turban and stage- 
tragicalities, but she spoke only French, and I declined doing 
more than look. The earth has bubbles. 

He was sadly wearied with London and its ways, and 
with himself most of all. 

June 15, 1840. — My soul longs extremely to live altogether in 
the country again, and yet there, too, I should not be well. I 
shall never be other than ill, wearied, sickhearted, heavy-laden, 
till once we get to the final rest, I think. God is good. I am a 
poor poltroon to complain. Dinners I avoid as the very devil. 
* What's ta use on *em ? ' What are lords coming to call on one 
and fill one's head with whims? They ask you to go among 
champagne, bright glitter, semi-poisonous excitements which you 
do not like even for the moment, and you are sick for a week 
after. As old Tom White said of whisky, * Keep it— Deevil a ever 
I'se better than when there's no a drop on't i' my wesun.* So say 
I of dinner popularity, lords and lionism — ^Keep it ; give it to 
those that like it. 

The slightly happier side appears in a letter of the same 
date to his sister : — 

I stay here because I am here, and see not on the whole where 
I could get forward with my work much better. The heat has 
never yet afficted me much. The horse is of considerable use, 

»Carlyle'8 early friend and correspondent. See Forty Years of CarlyWs 
Life^ &c., vol. i. p. 29. 
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carries me out into the clear afternoon air. The bright greenness 
of the world shows me how like Elysium it is. Alas I I know 
well if I were there daily and always, I should care little for it, 
except on compulsion. I go little into the town, call on nobody 
there. They can come here if they want me ; if not I shall like 
it still better. Our old wooden Battersea bridge takes me over 
the river ; in ten minutes* swift trotting I am fairly away from the 
monster and its bricks. All lies behind me like an enormous 
world-filling ^^w/s^er, infinite potter's furnace, sea of smoke, with 
steeples, domes, gilt crosses, high black architecture swimming in 
it, really beautiful to look at from some knoU-top while the sun 
shines on it. I fly away, away, some half-dozen miles out. The 
monster is then quite buried, its smoke rising like a great dusky- 
coloured mountain melting into the infinite clear sky. All is green, 
musical, bright. One feels that it is God's world this ; and not an 
infinite Cockneydom of stoor and din after all 

In the midst of his work he was still pushing forward 
the London Library. On June 24, a meeting was held at 
the Freemasons' Tavern. Lord Eliot was in the chair; 
Lords Montague, Howiek, and Lyttelton — ^Milman, Milnes, 
Cornewall Lewis, John Forster, Helps, Bulwer, Gladstone, 
James Spedding, George Venables — all men who were 
then in the first rank, or afterwards rose into it, were 
gathered together by Carlyle's efforts. Thirlwall warmly 
interested himself. Carlyle represented that, of the in- 
numerable evils of England, * there was no remediable 
worse one than its condition as to books,' ^a condition 
worthier of Dahomey than of England.' He could bear 
his mournful testimony that he never, in his whole life, 
had for one month complete access to books — such access 
as he would have had in Germany, in France, or anywhere 
else in the civilized earth. Books were written, not for 
rich men, but for all men. Every human being had by 
the nature of the case a right to hear what other wise 
human beings had spoken to him. It was one of the 
rights of man, and a cruel injustice if denied. 

The defect grew out of the condition of the English 
Vol. UI.— 11 
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mind. England hitherto had supposed that the Bible had 
contained everything which it was indispensable for man 
to know ; and Bibles were within the reach of the hum- 
blest. But England was growing, growing it knew not 
into what, but visibly needing further help. The meeting 
agreed unanimously that a library should be established. 
Subscription lists were opened and swiftly filled. Com- 
petent persons were chosen to collect books ; a house was 
purchased. The thing was done, and done most admi- 
rably, yet Carlyle himself remained miserable as ever. 
' Alas ! ' he wrote on July 3, * I get so dyspeptical, melan- 
cholic, half mad in the London summer : all courage to do 
anything but liold my peace fades away ; I dwindle into 
the pusillanimity of the ninth part of a tailor, feel as if I 
had nothing I could do but " die in my hole like a poi- 
soned rat."' It was true, indeed, that he had a special 
reason for lamentation at that particular moment. He 
had been summoned to serve as a special juryman at West- 
minster. He appealed to Buller to deliver him. Buller 
told him there was a way of escape if he liked to use it — 
' he could be registered as a Dissenting preacher.' He 
had to go, and the worst of it was he had to go for noth- 
ing, and the futility was a text for fresh indignation. 

To John Carlyle, 

Chelsea : July 1, 1840. 
These three days I have been kept in quite special annoyance 
by two summonses to go up to Westminster and serve as a jury- 
man, in two different courts — both at once, too. Is not that a 
peculiar beauty ? The whole aspect; of the thing, the maddest- 
looking stew of lies, and dust, and foul breath, fills me with de- 
spair. I attended two days, neither of my cases coming on. I in- 
quired of all persons what I had to do or look for — in vain. Thei o 
was no gleam of daylight in it for me, not so much as a seat to ait 
down upon. At length I followed the hest of nature, and came 
quietly away, out of the place which I could understand nothing 
that I was very sick and miserable in it, determined to 
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let nature and accident work out an issue in it which I covM un- 
derstand. They have a power, it seems, of fining me to the extent 
of 100/., but are not like to do it. The world I live in is too mad, 
and I am not patient enough of its madness. My soul is sick of 
it, impatient of it, contemptuous of it, desiring or expecting noth- 
ing more in general than to be well out of it, with my work well 
done. The latter is an important point ; thank God ! it grows to 
seem to me even more important. 

If destiny in tlie shape of officials afflicted with one 
hand, it sometimes brought anodynes in the other. One 
evening, when he came home from his walk, he , found 
Tennyson sitting witii Mrs. Carlyle in the garden, smok- 
ing comfortably. He admired and almost loved Tenny- 
son. He says : — 

A fine, large-featured, dim-eyed, bronze-coloured, shaggy- 
headed man is Alfred ; dusty, smoky, free and easy, who swims 
outwardly and inwardly with great composure in an inarticulate 
element of tranquil chaos and tobacco smoke. Great now and 
then when he does emerge — a most restful, brotherly, solid- 
hearted man. 

Such a visit was the best of medicine. 

Jvly 15. — My health (he writes) continues very uncertain, my 
spirits fluctuating between restless flutter of a make-believe satis^ 
faction, and the stillness of avowed misery, which latter I have 
grown by long practice to think almost the more supportable state. 
The meaning, I suppose, is that my nervous system is altogether 
weak, excitable — the nervous system and whatsoever depends on 
that. 

Innocent affectionate letters came from Scotsbrig. 

To Thomas Carlyle, 

Scotsbrig : July 19, 1840. 
My dear Son, — I received your letter and was very glad to see it, 
and hear that you were in your usual way — ^we are going on in our 
old way. We got little good of the sea ; the weather was so cold. 
I saw Mary, however, and Jean was at Mary's also when I was 
there — all well, James and the children. 
Oh, have we not great reason of thankfulness to the Giver of all 
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good ? It was onr sacrament last Sabbath, and many good things 
we heard, could we put them in practice ; but of ourselves we can 
do nothing. May the Good Shepherd watch over us, and enable 
us to perform our vows made to Him I He will keep them in per- 
fect peace whose mind is stayed on Him. For ever blessed is His 
name, and let all the people say Amen and Amen ! 

I hear you are very busy with your lectures. I wish you speedily 
and well through with them, and healthy in soul and body. I still 
hope to see you, if we are spared, this summer. 

The weather here is at present very stormy and wet ; but it is no 
wonder if we have unfruitful seasons, for we are a people laden with 
iniquity, like Israel of old. When God's judgments are abroad, 
we, the inhabitants of earth, should learn righteousness. May God 
enable us so to do, and to His name be all the praise ! 

Now, Tom, I am much gratified with your attention in writing 
so to me. Believe me I would also, if I could write. Give my 
kindest love to your dearest. Your own mother, 

M. A. C. 

He could not be wholly suffocated with the London 
miasma, when so fragrant a breath of pure air could blow 
in upon him. The summer number of the ^ Edinburgh 
Review ' was announced. He had heard that he was to 
be ' annihilated,' and that Macaulay was to be the execu- 
tioner — the real writer was Herman Merivale — and it was 
under this false impression that he remarked on the article 
when he read it. 

To John, Carlyle. 

Chelsea : July 24, 1840. 

Macaulay's article is not so bad ; on the whole, rather interest- 
ing to me, and flattering rather than otherwise. ' See,' I said to 
Jane, * we have produced an effect even on Whiggery, awakened au 
appetite under the ribs of death.' ' Awakened an indigestion,* she 
answered. That really it is. One thing struck me much in this 
Macaulay, his theory of Liberal government. He considers Re- 
form to mean a judicious combining of those that have any money 
to keep down those that have none. * Hunger * among the great 
mass is irremediable^ he says. That the pigs he taught to die without 
squealing: there is the sole improvement possible according to 
him. Did Whiggery ever express itself in a more damnable man« 
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ner ? He and I get onr controversy rendered altogether precise in 
this way. 

His theoiy of Dumouriez's campaign is also altogether amazing 
from a man of any judgment — Whiggish to the backbone. And, 
lastly, Robespierre's fitre Supreme being a religion of the same sort 
as that of Cromwell — oh Babington, what a cant ! Didst thou ever 
see a cant in this world? No — a man in a jaundice never sees the 
colour yellow. At bottom, this Macaulay is but a poor creature 
with his dictionary literature and erudition, his saloon arrogance. 
He has no vision in him. He will neither see nor do any great 
thing, but be a poor Holland House unbeliever, with spectacles 
instead of eyes, to the end of him. 

He was undeceived about the authorship of this article. 
' I was heartily glad to hear this,' he said ; * of Macaulay 
I have still considerable hopes.' The ' Quarterly ' had 
also an article, the writer being William Sewell, a High 
Church leader on his own account, and then a rising star 
in the Oxford world. Merivale had been ponderous and 
politico-economic; Sewell was astonishing, as indeed the 
whole Oxford movement was, to Carlyle. 

Did you (he wrote to Sterling), in the course of your historical 
inquiiies, ever fall in with any phenomenon adequately compara- 
ble to Puseyism ? The Church of England stood long upon her 
tithes and her decencies ; but now she takes to shouting in the 
market-place, * My tithes are nothing, my decencies are nothing ; 
I am either miraculous celestial or else nothing.' It is to me the 
fatallest symptom of speedy change she ever exhibited. What an 
alternative 1 Men will soon see whether you aie miraculous celes- 
tial or not. Were a pair of hreeclie^ ever known to beget a son ? 

Reputation in America brought visitors to Cheyne Row 
from that country — a young, unnamed Boston lady, among 
others, whom he called a * diseased rosebud.' Happily 
America yielded something else than * sweet sensibility.' 
It yielded handsome sums of money; and, before the 
summer was over, he had received from tliat quarter aa 
nuieh as 400Z. There was an honourable sense across the 
Atlantic that, although novelists, &c., might be fair prey, 
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Carlyle ought to be treated honestly. About money there 
was no more anxiety. 

August 1, 1840. — I am not likely (he could say) to be in want of 
cash, for any time visible yet. Much cash, I feel often, would do 
me no good. I begin to grow more and more quiescent. The 
rule of heeding no hearsay of others, but minding more and more 
exclusively what / do like or dislike, what is really important for 
me or not for me, shows many things in a new light. I find in the 
British Empire astonishingly little that it would do me essential 
benefit to have. I sit in a sort of mournful inexpugnable acquies- 
cence, and look at the green and paved world, really not very 
covetous of anything connected with the one or the other. 

It was now August. The Lectures on Heroes were by 
this time nearly written out. He had taken no holiday ; 
but, as the end was now in sight, he allowed himself a 
week's riding tour in Sussex on ' Citoyenne.' Hurstmon- 
ceaux and Julius Hare's parsonage was the furthest point 
which he reached, returning without misadventure by 
Tunbridge and Sevenoaks. He rode better than his loose 
seat seemed to promise. Mrs. Carlyle described to us, 
some years after, in her husband's presence, his setting out 
on this expedition ; she drew him in her finest style of 
mockery — his cloak, his knapsack, his broad-brimmed hat, 
his preparation of pipes, &c — comparing him to Dr. Syn- 
tax. He laughed as loud as any of us : it was impossible 
not to laugh ; but it struck me, even then, that the wit, 
however brilliant, was rather untender. On August 23, 
late in the afternoon, he had substantially finished his 
work, and he went out, as he always did on these occasions, 
to compose liimself by a walk. 

• To John Carlyle. 

Chelsea : Aognst 23, 1840. 
The tea was up before I could stir from the spot. It was to- 
wards sunset when I first got into the air, with the feeling of a 
finished man — finished in more than one sense. Avoiding crowds 
and highways, I went along Battersea Bridge, and thence by a 



The Lectures on Heroes Fmished, 167 

wondrous path across cow fields, mud ditches, river embankments, 
over a waste expanse of what attempted to pass for country, won* 
di'oiis enough in the darkening dusk, especially as I had never 
been there before, and the very road was uncertain. I had left 
my watch and my purse. I had a good stick in my hand. Boac 
people sate drinking about the Bed House ; steamers snorting about 
the river, each with a lantern at its nose. Old women sate in 
strange cottages trimming their evening fii'e. Bewildered-looking 
mysterious coke furnaces (with a very bad smell) glowed at one 
place, I know not why. Windmills stood silent. Blackguards, 
improper females, and miscellanies sauntered, harmless all. Chel- 
sea lights burnt many-hued, bright over the water in the distance 
— under the great sky of silver, under the great still twilight. So 
I wandered full of thoughts, or of things I could not think. 

Ruskin himself, when working most deliberately, never 
drew a more exquisite picture in words than this unstud- 
ied reflection of a passing experience. In such mood the 
lectures were completed, and, as usual, Carlyle was entirely 
dissatisfied with them. 

Nothing (he said) which I have ever written pleases me so ill. 
They have nothing new, nothing that to me is not old. The style 
of them requires to be low-pitched, as like talk as possible. The 
whole business seems to me wearisome triviality, yet toilsome to 
produce, which I would like to throw into the fire ; some ten days 
more will get me to the end of it. Ah me ! I sometimes feel as if 
I had lost the art of writing altogether ; as if I were a dumb man, 
whose thought could not so much as utter itself on paper now, not 
to speak of utterance by action. I do lead a most self-secluded, 
entirely lonesome existence. ' How is Each so lonely in the wide 
grave of the All ? ' says Bichter. Jane comes here to take me out 
to walk. Adieu. 

The hope had clung to him of being still able to go to 
Scotland in the early autumn. John Carlyle was there at 
this time — an additional attraction. His plan had been 
' to take shipping, to find again there was an everlasting 
fresh sea water, rivers, mountains, simple peaceful men ; 
that God's universe was not an accursed, dusty, deafening 
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distraction of a cockneydoin.' But tlie weather broke up 
early this season, and he found that he must stay where 
he was. 

To John Carlyle. * 

Chelsea : September 11, 1840. 

On Monday last I was on the point of setting out, detained only 
by some washings of apparel and the Hke for a day or two. At 
that time my favourite speculation was thi-ough Liverpool towards 
Ardrossan, from which point I might accomplish a variety of travel 
— see my good mother beyond and before all. But the weather 
grew miny, cold ; I myself was bilious, heartless, and forlorn. I 
summed up all the smashing and exasperation a poor sleepless 
creature might count on in short days, long frosty nights. After 
sad silent meditation and computation, I have come to the result 
that actually here is the x^lace wherein prudence bids me continue. 
The heat is quite out of the weather. I have books here : soli- 
tude here. My one sole palliation or remedy is sitting still ; 
which, why should I not do here fii-st of all ? It gives me a right 
sore heart, but so I decide. I can't get out. I have taken to the read- 
ing of things needful, to solitary walks, ' avoiding the pestiferous 
wen where my life is gaoled for these years. I take mostly to the 
lanes and fields, such as they are, * grieving by the shore of the 
mother of dead dogs.' So stands it with me. I lament, above all, 
about my dear mother ; but that also I must bear. When I go to 
her, she is old and weak ; I am sick, sleepless, driven half mad. 
It is better that I stay here and have beautiful sorrow rather than 
ugly. I had a letter from her own good hand this morning. I 
could have wept over it ; but there was no good in that. 

In return for all these disappointments, I calculate all the more 
intensely that, if God spare me ahve, I will spend the whole of 
next summer in the country, I — though I should even go to live 
at Puttock again for that purpose. I will stay in the peaceable 
country till I really want to come back to this, at present, abhor- 
red tumult. I calculate that I shall be writing another book then, 
that it will be much easier to write anywhere than here. I am 
bound to save all the money I can, to effect this object. You 
would laugh, not perhaps with much mirth, if you knew all the 
schemes I turn over in my head for attaining this unattainable 
blessing. All country in this neighbourhood is nigh unbearable 

^ dtoyenne had been given up after the Sussex ride as too great an expensa 
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to me, defaced with green paint, cockneyism, dust and din, an 
abominable aping of country. I want to be far off, solitary, by 
the shore of the sea. I must have a cheap country, too. I should 
wish to be within a day's journey of my mother. I have thought 
of the Northumberland coast ; I have thought of the Isle of Man. 
We shall think yet more about it ; but if in silence, all the better. 
Meanwhile, thank God ! I have again some notions towards 
writing a book — let us see what comes of that. It is the one use 
of living, for me. Enough to-day, dear Jack ; write to me what 
you are about, and continue loving me. Yours ever, 

T. Cablti*k. 

The book that was to be written was ^ Cromwell.' 

I have got lately, not till very lately (he tells Mr. Erskine), to 
fancy that I see in Cromwell one of the greatest tragic souls we 
have ever had in this kindred of oui-s. The matter is Past ; but it 
is among the great things of the Past, which, seen or unseen, 
never fade away out of the Present. 

Such an image he desired to draw, and to do it properly 
he had begun to wish passionately to have done with 
London, and live somewhere by the sea. 

My heart (he said) sometimes stmggles with a kind of convulsive 
eagerness towards that great presence. All articulate speech seems 
but a mockery of what one means. The everlasting Ocean voice, 
prophesying of Eternity, coming hither from Eternity, one thinks 
even better for one. 

He would have gone, and London would have known 
him no more, except for Mrs. Carlyle, who knew that he 
would be restless anywhere. He himself partly felt that 
she might be right. ' Sick children,' he admitted, ' who 
long now for this, now for that, are not well off anywhere. 
The thing they so want, I suppose, is to get to sleep well 
on their mother's bosom.' 

Money, at any rate, was to be saved for the next sum- 
mer's migration ; yet the anxiety to save it did not prevent 
Carlyle from calculating how much the abandoned visit to 
Scotland would have cost, and sending part of it to his 
mother to buy winter clothing. 
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It wonld all have been spent (lie said) before I conld have got 
up to you by the cheapest way ; and now I fancy you all winter, 
v>ellfffrapt up on the produce of that. I know you do not need it — 
thank Heaven you do not I— but from me it will have a particular 
gusto, nevertheless. Get yourself over above, dear mother, some- 
thing you wished to get — a little keg of beer ; a little this, a little 
that. Stir yourself about more at ease than you would have done. 
It will be my greatest luxury. 

Thus, when the winter set in, Carlyle was still at home, 
deep in Commonwealth tracts and history. It was stiff 
work ; lie did not find he could make great progress in 
this new enterprise. * His interest in it even threatened 
sometimes to decline and die.' He found it ^ not a tenth 
part such a subject as the " French Revolution," nor could 
the art of man ever make such a book out of it.' 

We must hold on (he said). One dreadful circumstance is that 
the books, without exception, the documents, &c., one has to read, 
are of a dulness to threaten locked jaw. I never read such jum- 
bling, drowsy, endless stupidities. Seventhly and lastly ! Yet I 
say to myself, a great man does lie buried under this waste 
continent of cinders, and a great action. Canst thou not unbury 
them, present them visible, and so help, as it were, in the creation 
of them ? 

Again : — 

November 16, 1840. — ^My reading goes on : my stupidity seems 
to increase with it more and more. I get to see that no history in 
the strict sense can be made of that unspeakable puddle of a time, 
all covered up with things entirely obsolete to us — a Golgotha of 
dead dogs. But some kind of a book, can be made. That we are 
still looking to. 

And again : — 

November 26. — My reading progresses with or without fixed 
hope. I struggled through the * Eikon Basilike ' yesterday ; one 
of the paltriest pieces of vapid, shovel-hatted, clear-starched, im- 
maculate falsity and cant I have ever read. It is to me an amaze- 
ment how any mortal could ever have taken that for a genuine 
boolr '-^ ~ ies's. Nothing but a surpliced Pharisee, sitting 
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at his ease afar off, conld have got up such a set of meditations. 
It got Parson Gauden a bishopric. It remains as an offence to all 
genuine men — a small minority still — for some time yet. The 
writing of that book, if I ever write it, will be considerably the 
hardest feat I have attempted hitherto. Last night, greatly against 
wont, I went out to dine with Bogers, Milman, Babbage, Pick- 
wick, Lyell the geologist, &c., with sundry indifferent-favoured 
women. A dull evening, not worth awakening for at four in the 
morning, with the dance of all the devils round you. Babbage 
continues eminently unpleasant to me, with his frog mouth and 
viper eyes, with his hide-bound, wooden irony, and the acridest 
egotism looking through it. Bogers is still brisk, courteous, 
kindly affectionate — a good old man, pathetic to look upon. On 
Sunday I walked three hours out Harrow-ward through the fields. 
A great deal of solitude I find indispensable for my health of 
mind. The generality of men have no sincerity in their speech, 
no sense or profit in it. You are better listening to the inarticu- 
late winds, regulating if possible the dog-kennel of your own 
heart. 

Finally, Carlyle thus winds up the year 1840 : — 

Journal, 

December 26. — World all lying bound in frost, sheeted in snow 
and rain. Venomous cold. Jane better than usual this winter. 
Yesterday a long walk with Mill, otherwise entirely lonely. The 
stillest Christmas a man could spend. Evening passed in reading 
Whitelocke. I did not go to Scotland or anywhither in autumn. 
My lectures, written out since the end of August, lie here still un- 
published. Saunders & Ottley offer me 50/. for an edition of 750. 
Munificent ! Fraser, consulted by my wife, did not definitely offer 
any cash at all, I think. For a famous man, my bookseller's 
economics seem singular enough. Yet what of economics? I 
happily do not need cash at present. If cash were my object in 
writing, I had made the lamentablest business of it. For these lec- 
tures I wanted an inward monition to publish. Outward there 
was none but a 50/. — rather weakish. And yet some inward moni- 
tion, difficult to distinguish clearly from a mere prurient love of 
feeling myself busy, of hearing myself talk (cavendum), does begin 
to manifest itself at times. Perhaps we shall print after all before 
long. Not of much importance either way. Beviews by Whig, 
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Tory, by * Deux Mondes ' — plenty of reviewing. What is far bet- 
ter, I begin to get alive again ! So much vitality recovered that I 
feel once more how miserable it is to be idle. After all I have 
seen and undergone here, flatteries, prospects, etc., I feel that the 
one felicity of my existence is that of working at my trade^ working 
with or without reward. All life otherwise were a failure to me, 
a horrid incoherence in which there was no meaning or result. To 
work then ! I often long to be in the country again ; at Puttock 
again, that I might work and nothing else but work. Had not my 
wife opposed, I should probably have returned thither before now. 
Unlucky or lucky? One never knows. In sick seasons this 
practiced question, hitherto insoluble for doubt, returns always on 
me in a most agitating, uncomfortable manner. Know thy own 
mind I I am sure to be sick everywhere. I am a little sicker here, 
and do thoroughly dislike the mud, smoke, dirt, and tumult of this 
place. Wherein, however, is decidedly a kind of possible, an 
actual association with my fellow-creatures, n&cer granted else- 
where. Solitude would increase, perhaps twofold or more, my 
power of working. Shall I go, carrying and dragging all along 
with me into solitude? Alas ! it is a dreary, desolate matter, go or 
stay. My one hope and thought for most part is that very shortly 
it will all be over, my very sore existence ended in the bosom of 
the Giver of it — at rest somehow. Things might be written here 
which it is considerably better not to write. As I live, and have 
long lived, death and Hades differ little to me from the earth and 
life. The human figure I meet is wild, wondrous, ghastly to me, 
almost as if it were a spectre and I a spectre — Taisons. 

Oliver Cromwell will not prosper with me at all. I began read- 
ing about that subject some four months ago. I learn almost 
nothing by reading, yet cannot as yet heartily begin to write. 
Nothing on paper yet. I know not where to begin. I have not 
yet got through the veil, got into genuine sympathy with the 
thing. It is ungainly in the highest degree ; yet I am loth to quit 
it. In our whole English history there is surely nothing as great. 
If one can delineate anything of England, then this thing. Heaven 
guide me I Yenly one has need of Heaven's guidance. 



CHAPTEE VIII. 

» 

A.D. 1840—1. MT. 45—46. 

Preparation for * Cromwell' — ^Nervous irritability — ^A jnry trials 
Visit to Fryston — Summer on the Solway — ^Eetm-n to London 
and work — ^Difficulties in the way — Offer of a professorship — 
Declined. 

Mrs. Carlyle, writing at the end of 1840, says of the 
state of things in Cheyne Eow : ' Carlyle is reading vora- 
ciously preparatory to writing a new book. For the rest 
he growls away much in the old style. But one gets to 
feel a certain indilBFerence to his growling ; if one did not, 
it would be the worse for one.' 

He well knew his infirmities, and wished and meant to 
mend them. ' Think not hardly of me, dear Jeannie,' he 
himself wrote to her a few months later. 

In the mutual misery we often are in, we do not know how dear 
we are to one another. By the help of Heaven, I shall get a little 
better, and somewhat of it shall abate. Last night, at dinner, 
Kichard Milnes made them all laugh with a saying of yours. 
* When the wife has influenza, it is a sligTU cold — when the man has 
it, it is, &c. &c.' 

No one can be surprised that she objected to being 
taken back to the 'desert.' She, though she enjoyed Lon- 
don, would have cheerfully gone with him, would herself 
have urged his going, back to the moors, if he could have 
found real peace there. But she knew, and he knew too, 
that he could not fly from his shadow ; that the cause of 
his i-estlessness was not in London, but in himself. 
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How often (he wrote to Sterling) do I, poor wretch, from amid 
this inane whirlpool which seems to be grinding my life to pieces, 
cry aloud for a hut in the wilderness, with fields round me and 
skj over me, that on any terms, consistent with life at all, I might 
be allowed to live there I Nay, x>erhaps, I shall verily Jit/ to Craig- 
enputtock again be/ore long. Yet I know what solitude is, and im- 
prisonment among black cattle and peat bogs. The truth is, we 
are never right as we are. * Oh, the devil bum it ! * said the Irish 
dtummer flogging his countryman ; ' there's no pleasing of you, 
strike where one will.' 

He was fond of this story of the Irish corporal or dmm- 
mer, feeling perhaps how well it fitted him. One asks 
with wonder why he found existence (such as it had be- 
come to him) so intolerable ; why he seemed to sufPer so 
much more under the small ills of life than when he had 
to face real troubles in his lirst years in London. He was 
now successful far beyond his hopes. The fashionable 
world admired and flattered him. The cleverest men had 
recognised his genius, and accepted him as their equal or 
superior. He was listened to with respect by all ; and, 
far more valuable to him, he was believed in by a fast- in- 
creasing circle as a dear and honoured teacher. His money 
anxieties were over. If his liver occasionally troubled 
him, livers trouble most of us as we advance in life, and 
his actual constitution was a great deal stronger than that 
of ordinary men. As to outward annoyances, the world 
is so made that there will be such things, but they do not 
destroy the peace of our lives. Foolish people intrude 
upon us. Official people force us to do many things 
which we do not want to do, from sitting on juries to 
payment of rates and taxes. We express our opinion on 
such nuisances perhaps with imprecatory emphasis, but we 
bear them and forget them. Why could not Carlyle, with 
fame and honour and troops of friends, and the gates of a 
great career flung open before him, and a great intellect 
and a conscience unharassed by a single act which he need 
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regret, bear and forget too ? Why, indeed ! The only 
answer is that Carlyle was Carlyle ; and a man to whom 
the figures he met in the streets looked suddenly like spec- 
tres, who felt like a spectre himself, and in the green 
flowery earth, with the sky bending over it, could see 
' Tartarus and the gloomy realms of Dis,' was not to be 
expected to think and act like any other human being. 

It was true that, if occasion required, he could think 
and act like a very shrewd and practical human being. 
He has already alluded wrathf ully to the being summoned 
to serve on juries. He was called upon again at the be- 
ginning of this year, and as the experience was a curious 
one, and as he often spoke of it, I give the letter in which 
he tells the story. 

To Margaret Carlyle, Scotsbrig. 

Chelsea : February 18, 1841. 
I had been snmmoned again under unheard-of penalties to at- 
tend a juiy trial about Patent India-rubber Cotton-cards. Two 
people from Manchester had a controversy whose was the inven- 
tion of the said cards. It ^ had cost them perhaps 10,000/., this 
controversy on a card suit. There were 150 witnesses summoned 
from all parts of England and Scotland. It had been left unfin- 
ished last term. That was the reason of the unheard-of penalties 
for us jurymen, that they might not be obliged to begin at the 
beginning again. The same twelve men did all assemble. We 
sat for two endless days till dark night each day. About eight 
o'clock at night on the second day we imagined it was done, and 
we had only to speak our verdict. But, lo and behold ! one of the 
jury stood out. We were eleven for the plaintiflT, and one the 
other way who would not yield. The judge told us we must with- 
draw, through passages and stairs up and down into a little stone 
cell with twelve old chairs in it, one candle, and no meat, drink, 
or fire. Conceive our humour. Not a particle of dinner, nerves 
worn out, &e. The refractory man — a thickset, flat-headed sack — 
erected himself in his chair and said, ' I am one of the firmest- 
minded men in England. I know this room pretty well. I have 
starved out three juries here already.' Reasoning, demonstration, 
was of no avail at all. They began to suspect he had been bribed. 
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He looked really at one time as if he would keep us till half-post 
nine in the morning, and then get us dismissed, the whole trial to 
begin again. One really could not help laughing, though one 
had a notion to kill the beast. ' Do not argue with him,' I said. 

* Flatter him. Don't you see he has the obstinacy of a boai- and 
little more sense in that head of his than in a Swedish turnip ? ' 
It was a head all cheeks, jaw, and no brow, of shape somewhat 
like a great ball of putty dropped from a height. I set to work 
upon him ; ' we all set to work, and in about an hour after our 

* withdrawal * the Hash, I pulling him by the arm, was got stirred 
from his chair— one of the gladdest moments I had seen for a 
month — and in a few instants more we were all rejoicing on our 
road home. In my life I have seen nothing more absurd. I re- 
flected, however, that really perhaps I had contributed to get jus- 
tice done ; that, had I not been there, it was very possible they 
would have quarrelled with their * firmest-minded man in England,' 
and cost somebody another 10,000/. 

Evidently a great diplomatist was lost in Carljle. But 
it would have been happy for the peace of Cheyne Row if 
British justice could have done without him ; as indeed 
for the future it contrived to do. He was disturbed no 
more for such purposes. , 

Fraser came to terms about the same time for the lec- 
tures on ' Hero Woi-ship.' They were set in type, and he 
liked them a great deal better when he read them in proof. 
^It is,' he said, 'a goust/rovs^ determined speaking out of 
the truth about several things. The people will be no 
worse for it at present. The astonishment of many of 
them is likely to be considerable.' 

The ' Miscellanies,' ' Sartor,' and the other books were 

^ As Carlyle told the story to me, the man had settled himself down in a 
dark corner of the room, there meaning to stay out the night. . . . Carlyle 
sat down beside him, congratulated him on being a man of decision, able to 
have an opinion of his own in these weak days, and stand by it, a quality both 
rare and precious . . . but, <Src. In fact, did he not see that by standing out 
he would hurt his own friends? . . . The jury were eleven to one. . . . 
What chance was there that any future jury would agree to the verdict 
which he wished ? There would only be more expense with no result, &o, 

' Qoustroits — strong, boisterous. 
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selling well, and fresh editions were wanted. Young 
people in earnest about their souls had begun to write to 
him, thanking him for delivering them from Egypt, beg- 
ging to be allowed to come to Oheyne Row and see the 
face and hear the voice of one who had done such great 
things for them. Amongst the rest came Miss Geraldine 
Jewsbury, a Manchester lady, afterwards famous as a 
novelist, and the closest friend of Carlyle's wife; then 
fresh to life, eager to use it nobly, and looking passionately 
for some one to guide her. Carlyle's first impressions 
were unusually favourable. 

Miss Jewsbury, our fair pilgrimess (he writes on March 3, 1841), 
is coming again to-morrow, and then departs for the North. She 
is one of the most interesting young women I have seen for years ; 
clear delicate sense and courage looking out of her small, sylph- 
like figure. 

The next impression was less satisfactory, though the 
young lady was still found interesting. 

Que deviendra-t-elle ? (he asks). A notable young woman, victim 
of much thst she did not make ; seeking passionately for some 
Paradise to be gained by battle ; fancying George Sand and the 
* literature of desperation ' can help her thitherward. In the world 
there are few sadder, sicklier phenomena for me than George Sand 
and the response she meets with. 

For Madame Sand and all her works, for all sentimental, 
indecent literature whatsoever, Carlyle's dislike amounted 
to loathing. He calls it somewhere ' a new Phallus wor- 
ship, with Sue, Balzac, and Co. for prophets, and Madame 
Sand for a virgin.' Emerson, who admired this great 
French celebrity, complained to me once of Carlyle's want 
of charity about her. Emerson had been insisting to him 
on her high qualities, and could get for answer nothing 
except that she was a great — improper female. Geraldine 
Jewsbury's inclination that way had not recommended her, 
nor did her own early novels, ' Zoe,' the ' Half Sisters,' 

Vol. tit.— 12 
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&c., tend to restore her to favour. But she worked through 
all this. In a long and trying intimacy she won and kept 
the affectionate confidence of the Cheyne Row household, 
and on his wife's death Geraldine was the first of her 
friends to whom he turned for support. 

Meanwhile Wliitelocke and Ruahworth did not grow 
more digestible. The proofs of ^Hero Worship' were 
finished. The want of rest in the past summer had upset 
Oarlyle's internal system. Work he could not ; and at 
Easter he was glad to accept an invitation from Milnes to 
accompany him to his father's house at Fryston, in York- 
shire. His letters give a graphic and attractive picture of 
the Fryston circle. A few slight extracts will be suf- 
ficient here. 

Milnes, whom then and always he heartily liked, took 
him down by railway on April 5. The present Sir 
Robert Peel was in the carriage with them, and left them 
at Tam worth. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle. 

Royal Hotel, Derby : Apnl 5, 1841. 
The last look thy face wore to-day has haunted me all the way 
hither. I will write half a word before going to bed, though in a 
travellers* room with two bagmen dining and conversing on one 
side of the apartment, and Milnes diligently reading a tragedy of 
Lander's at the other side of my table. Two blazing jets of gas 
flaming away right overhead. . . . We got along without the 
slightest accident comfortably enough. Our weather was of the 
brightest. I sate looking out at the green spring fields, the beau- 
tiful, honest-looking villages and hamlets. It is many a year since 
/ had seen a spring day. This was a kind of sample of spring, 
rich in all kinds of sad and tender recollections for me. Milnes 
and I got on beautifully. He read * Oxford Tracts,' &c., all the 
way, argued and talked in the smartest manner. ... I 
managed to smoke three cigars, two of them in the railway in 
spite of regulations. . . . We set off at nine in the morning ; 
shall arrive about one or two, I fancy. I will write from Fryston ; 
write thou. There is a railway, and letters fly in less than a day. 
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Oh Jeannie, would thou wert happier ! Would I could make thee 
happy ! God be with you, my dearest ! Hope — let us still hope, 
and not fear. Good sleep to you, and this along with breakfast 
to-morrow. Yours ever from the heart, 

T. CablyiiB. 

Fryston : April 7. 

My fate at Derby was none of the brightest. Bed at half -past 
one o'clock, to make sure of quiet, then awoke again by the stroke 
of five ! However, one must put up with the accidents of the 
road. I was not so miserable as might have been expected, at 
least not till late last night when I had got worn out. This coun- 
try is altogether like a beautified kind of Scotland ; streams of 
water, fields alternating of green and red, with hawthorn hedges, 
honest-looking unclipt trees all in bud. The silent sight of it 
yesterday did me real benefit. To finish the bulletin part of the 
business, I awoke this momii\g again at six (woe's me, for it was 
after one before I lay down) ; but gradually, in spite of noisy 
servants, in spite of all things, I fell first into a sluggish torpor, 
then into treacle-sleep, and so lay sound as a stone till half -past 
ten. My hope and expectation is that I shall improve in health 
here. If I could get riding out among these silent fields and 
rough country lanes, I should amend fast. 

Bichard ^ made me dismount some two miles of our appointed 
goal, and walk homewards by a shorter way through woods, over 
knolls, &c. Walking was not my forte ; however I persevered 
and did well enough. Over rough-looking places, some of them, 
we got at last to the Fryston mansion, a large irregular pile of 
various ages, rising up among ragged old woods in a rough large 
park, also all sprinkled with trees, grazed by sheep and horses, a 
park chiefly beautiful because it did not set up for beauty. 
Ancient-looking female figures were visible through the windows 
as we drew nigh. Mrs. Milnes, a tall ancient woman, apparently 
of weak health, of motherly kind heart, of old-fashioned, stately 
politeness — a prepossessing woman — welcomed us at the door of 
the drawing-room ' in the silence of the stately hall.' 

• •••••.* 

I am lodged in a bed-room with four enormous windows, which 
look out over woody garden spaces and other silent ruralities ; the 
apartment furnished as for Prince Albert and Queen Victory, the 

1 Milnes. 
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most absurd place I ever lived in (when I look at myself and my 
equipment) in this world. I am charged to smoke in it too. . . . 
I have a fire in it all day. I now write in it to thee. The bed seems 
to be about 8 feet wide. A ladder conducts you to it if you like. 
Of my paces the room measures 15 from end to end, 45 feet long, 
height and width proportioned, with ancient dead-looking portraits 
of Queens, Kings, Straflfbrds, Principalities, &c., really the uncom- 
fortablest acme of luxurious comfort that any Diogenes was set 
into in these late years. 

Fryston : Monday, April 12. 
Your second letter came as before at breakfast. I gave Richard 
the paragraph relating to him to read for his own behoof. Your 
Dispatch objurgation and Chronicle eulogy ^ were read, parts of the 
former aloud, with suitable commentary of laughter, to the com- 
pany at large. Lady , who seems to have some sense of 

laughter as of other things, understood the Goody's procedure. 

But to the dear 's I could perceive it was matter rather of 

amazement. *Does Mrs. Carlyle send you this?* * Ah, yes, the 
wicked gypsy ; she is glad to have anything like it to send.' Your 
CJironicle puff is really worth something. Can you find out who 
did it ? If it be not Fuz (John Forster), which I rather disincline 
to believe, then I have another admirer who partly understauds 
what I would be at. Your mother's approbation is also very agree- 
able to me, and my own mother's greeting (crying) over Knox and 
Luther. And now at last I do think we are very sufficiently ap% 
plauded and approved, and ought, if possible, to go and do some* 
thing deserving a little applause. 

A ride to Wakefield with Milnes was an incident of this 
visit, with Milnes's conversation in the course of it. 

He did not plague me with the picturesque, the good Richard. 
On my declaring that simple knolls and fields with brooks and 
hedges among them were the best of all for me, and the picturesque 
a mere bore, he admitted that partly, at bottom, it was so to him 
also, and probably to all men. I like Richard better and better — 
a most good-humoured, kind, cheery-hearted fellow, with plenty 
of savoir-faire in him too. He answered me the other day, when I 
asked him if he liked Spenser's * Fairy Queen,* * Is it as a public 
question that you ask me or as a private confidential one ? ' No- 

* Two reviews of ' Hero Worship.* 
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body could answer better. At Wakefield we saw a smoky spinning 

town, and an ancient Socinian lady named . We galloped 

and trotted, I smoking cigars, and looking out on the qtdet of 
Mother Earth, improved by agriculture ; Kichard talking about 
Puseyism, aristocratic blackguards, aristocratic originals, Crypto- 
Catholicism, and much else. We came across the park at full gal- 
lop about six o'clock, to dine with the Dragon of Wantley as we 
found. 

' The Dragon of Wantley ' was Lord Wharneliffe, who 
was attending quarter sessions at Pomfret ; a Tory peer 
whom Carlyle found ' an innocent, wooden, limited, very 
good old Dragon.' The James Marshalls dined also the 
same evening at Fryston, Mrs. James Marshall being 
the Miss Spring Rice who was mentioned above as an at- 
tendant at the lectures. They lived at Headingly, near 
Leeds, and pressed Carlyle to pay them a visit when lie left 
Fryston. He said he was ' a waiter on Providence,' and 
could not say what he could do, but decided eventually to 
go. The Fryston visit lasted a fortnight. ^Alas!' he 
says, on closing his account of it, ' we were at church on 
Sunday. Roebuck (much tamer than before) was here 
with lawyers. This way leads not to peace, yet I actually 
slept last night for the first time without rising to smoke.' 

Life in great English country houses may be as well 
spent as life elsewhere by the owners of them who have 
occupations to attend to. For visitors, when large num- 
bers are brought together, some practice is required if 
they are to enjoy the elaborate idleness. The habits of 
such places as Fryston and Headingly, to which he went 
afterwards, were as yet a new experience to Carlyle. 
From the latter place he reported on April 17th. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle. 

Headingly : April 17, 1841. 
Richard and I rolled off from the doors of Fryston Hall in a 
handsome enough manner yesterday about eleven o'clock. We left 
a vacant house to a quietude which I should think must have been 
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welcome to it. I never lived before in such an element of * mnch 
ado about almost Nothing ; ' life occupied altogether in getting it- 
self lived ; troops of flunkeys bustling and becking at all times, 
the meat-jack creaking and playing all day, and I think all night, 
for I used to hear it very early under my room ; and such cham- 
pagning, claretting, and witty conversationing. Ach Gottf I 
would sooner be a ditcher than spend all my days so. However, 
we got rather tolerably through it for these ten days, and I really 
think I can report a favourable change in my inner man in spite of 
every drawback. I have not yet made out one good sleep. This 
morning I had a fair chance, had fallen asleep again, and was afar 
in sweet oblivion, apparently for hours, when the visage of a 
flunkey at the foot of my bed aroused me. * What o'clock ? ' * A/ 
pas seven. Sir,' * When is breakfast?* * A/ pas eight.* Flunkey 
of the Devil. I rose as slowly as I possibly could, read newspa- 
pers, &c., you may judge with what felicity, till ten, when 
breakfast did arrive. No wealth should in any case induce me to 
be concerned with retinues of flunkeys. And yet, poor fellows ! 
even this flunkey of the Devil is a very assiduous, helpful creat- 
ure. I will tell him not to call me to-morrow at all, and so for- 
give him. 

Here at Headingly the house is quieter. The people have al- 
most all sense — two altogether important elements. Besides we 
dine at six. Nay, we have a smoking room. The youngest broth- 
er Arthur has cigars and pipes. I could be better nowhere than 
here. I have shirked the church. I pleaded * conscience.' I do 
really begin to have scruples ; that is a truth. ' Nothing can ex- 
ceed the kindness of these people,' ^ and they are really good people. 

I was much entertained with the new mill yesterday, with the 
thousands of men, lasses and boys and girls, all busy there. It 
is not nothing, but something, we here live amidst. At six o'clock 
here a general muster of the Spring Bices and Marshalls, Mrs. 
Henry Taylor among them, awaited us to dinner, and we had a 
reasonable enough evening, one of the best I have yet had. Beau- 
tiful room where I now sit writing, with Leeds lying safe in the 
hollow of the green knolls ; its steeple-chinmeys all dead to-day 
(Sunday), its very house-smoke cleared away by the brisk wind 
which is rattling in all windows, growling mystically through all 
the trees. Nothing that art, aided by wealth, good sense, and 
honest kindness, can do for me is wanting. 

1 Phrase of Edward Irving. 
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Two pleasant days were spent with the Marshalls, and 
then Carlyle pursued his way. He had nothing definite 
to do. He was taking holiday with set purpose, and being 
so far north he went on by Liverpool, and by steamer 
thence to Dumfriesshire. His mother had been slightly 
ailing, and he was glad to be with her till she recovered. 
But he was among his own people, no longer under re- 
straint as among strangers, and he grew restless and ' atra- 
bilious.' * The stillness of this region,' he wrote when 
at Scotsbrig, ' would be a kind of heaven for me, could I 
get it enjoyed ; but I have no home here. I am growing 
weary of the perfect idleness. Like the Everlasting Jew, 
I must wetter^ weiter, weiter.^ Accordingly in May he 
was in Cheyne Kow again, but in no very improved con- 
dition. * I am sick,' he said, ^ with a sickness more than of 
body, a sickness of mind and my ovm shame. I ought to 
know what I am going to work at — all lies there. Despi- 
cable mortal ! know thy own mind. Go then and do it in 
silence.' He could not do it ; he could not work, he could 
not rest. There was no help for it ; he had to do what in 
the past year he knew he must do, allow himself a season 
of complete rest and sea air. The weather grew hot, and 
London intolerable. He went back to Scotsbrig, and took 
a cottage at Ifewby close to Annan, on the Solway, for the 
summer. Mrs. Carlyle came down with a maid who was 
to act as cook for them. They were to take possession at 
the end of July. Mrs. Carlyle stayed a day or two on the 
way with her newly acquired friends, the Paulets, at Sea- 
forth near Liverpool, where a letter reached her fi'om her 
husband. 

To Jane Welsh Garlylef Liverpool 

Scotsbrig: July 1841. 
Much good may Liverpool do you, or rather have done you, for 
it will be the last day when you get this. Had I known the 
Paulot was so superior a character, I ought certainly to have gone 
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and looked at her. ... I should on the whole like best of all 
to see poor Gteraldine, an ardent spark of life struggling and striv- 
ing one knows not whitherward, too well. May the bounteous 
heavens be good to her, poor Geraldine ! I wish she could onco 
get it fairly into her head that neither woman nor man, nor any 
kind of creature in this universe, was bom for the exclusive, or 
even for the chief, purpose of falling in love, or being fallen ii^ 
love with. Good heavens ! It is one of the purposes most living 
creatures are produced for ; but, except the zoophytes and coral 
insects of the Pacific Ocean, I am acquainted with no creature 
with whom it is the one or grand object. That object altogether 
missed, thwarted, and seized by the Devil, there remains for 
man, for woman, and all creatures (except the zoophytes), a very 
great number of other objects over which we will stiU show fight 
against the DeviL Ah me ! These are soriy times, these of ours, 
for a young woman of genius. My friend Herr (word illegi- 
ble), whom I am reading here, greatly prefers the old deep Norse 
Paganism, with its stalwart energy and self-help, with its stoicism, 
rugged nobleness, and depth as of very death, to any Christianism 
now going. Recommend me to Geraldine, at any rate, as one 
who loves her, and will lament sore if she gain not the victory, 
if she find not by-and-by some doctrine better than George- 
Sandism, inclusive of George-Sandism and suppressive of that. 
Enough now. Not a word in the shape of news can stand here. 
I live in a silence unequalled for many years. I grow daily better, 
and am really very considerably recovered now. My popularity is 
suffering somewhat by the absolute refusal to see any body what- 
ever. I let it suffer. 

Adieu, dear little creature ! sail prosperously. Be not too sick. 
Gome jumping up when I step upon the deck at Annan Pool. ELiss 
Geraldine. I command no more. 

Yours ever and aye, 

T. CablyiiB. 

Something was not altogether right with Carlyle when 
he wrote this letter. The tone of it is uncomfortable. 
He was a wayward creature. He met his wife as he 
promised, drove her over to her mother's at Templand, an(l 
intended to stay there with her. On the first niglit of hia 
arrival he rose at three o'clock in the dawning of the July 
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morning, went to the stable, put liis liorse into the gig 
himself, and drove over to Dumfries to finish his night's 
rest there. In the forenoon he sent back this account of 
himself : — 

Dumfries : July 22, 1841. 
I got away hither much better than you perhaps anticipated. I 
have managed to get some hours of sleep, and am taking the road 
(to Annan) not at all in desperate circumstances. Would to Heaven 
I could hear that my poor Jeannie had got to sleep I I have done 
little but think tragically enough about my poor lassie all day: 
about her, and aU the history we have had together. Alas! but let 
us not take the tragic side of it. All tragedy has a moral and a 
blessing in it withal. It was the beautifuliest sunrise when I left 
Templand. Herons were fishing in the Nith ; few other creatures 
yet abroad. I could not make the cock hold his tongue on the 
roost. I am afraid he still kept thee awake. Alas ! the poor Dame 
has too probably lain all day with a headache. Write to me — 
write to me. Explain all my suddenness to your mother, to our 
kind friends. Express all my regret to them, all my, &c. Adieu, 
my hapless, beloved Jeannie ! Sleep and be well, and let us meet 
not tragically. Adieu, 

T. OaelyiiB. 

He had made so little secret of his dislike of London, 
and his wish to leave it, that when he was so much absent 
this season a report went abroad that he had finally gone, 
and Sterling had written to him to inquire. He told his 
friend, in answer, that for the present he had merely taken 
a cottage for the summer ; for the rest ' he had no fixed 
intentions, only rebellious impulses, blind longings and 
velleities.' ' I do not think,' he said, * that I shall leave 
London for a while ; yet I might readily go farther and 
fare worse. Indeed, in no other corner of the earth have 
I ever been able to get any kind of reasonable solid exist- 
ence at all. Everywhere else, I have been a kind of 
exceptional, anomalous, anonymous product of nature, pro- 
voked and provoking in a very foolish, unprofitable way.' 

The Newby lodgings were arranged, and he and his wife 
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were settled in them. Heat was the object, the most desir- 
able and the least attainable. His correspondence describes 
his life there. 

To John Carlyle, 

Newby : July 28, 1841. 

This same fumished cottage is a considerable cnriosity of a 
place, of the tiniest dimensions, as if space here on the beach had 
been not less precious than in the heart of London; but it is 
papered, dry, &c., &c.; by her contrivances Jane is making it all 
very habitable. Already this morning at nine I had a bathe. The 
tide is not ten yards off. Alick, Mary, &c., are overwhelming with 
attentions ; one sends wine, the other cream and butter, &c. It is the 
loneliest place surely I could have found anywhere in the world, 
this, at present. Sky and sea, with little change either of sound 
or color, such is our whole environment. Very strange, very sad, 
yet very soothing is this multitudinous everlasting moan of the 
Frith of the Selgovse, vexed by its winds, swinging in here and 
again out like a huge pendulum hung upon the moon— ever — ever 
— as in the days of Pliny, and far earlier. Eternity is long, is 
great; and life with all its grievances and other Hrash-trash' is 
very short and small. 

To John Sterling. 

Newby: August 4. 

Here now for a matter of ten days. Our house is a small dandi- 
fied fantasticality of a cottage, almost close upon the gravel of the 
beach. A footpath, on coarse dunes, with gorse, broom, hairy 
imitation of grass, passes east and west before our windows. Be- 
hind us is an oatfield, now in ear, and fishers' huts and cabins. 
Right in front from this garret- window lies all Cumberland ; lies 
Skiddaw, Helvellyn, and a thousand wondrous peaks known to me 
from infancy, at the present moment all blue and shining in the 
August sun, oftenesb sunk in grey tempest, always worth a look 
from me. 

The place is very strange, most lonely. For three days after our 
arrival we had no phenomenon at all but the everlasting roar of 
the loud winds, and the going and coming of the great Atlantic 
brine, which makes up and down once every twelve hours since 
the creation of the world, never forgetting its work ; a most huge 
unfortunate-looking thing, doomed to a course of transcendent 
monotony, the very image as of a grey objectless eternity. 
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I bathe daily, ride often, drive my wife or my mother, who is 
with us in these days, to and fro in frail vehicles of the gig species. 
It is a savage existence for most part, not unlike that of gipsies. 
For example, our groom is a great thick-sided, laughing-faced, 
red-haiied — wcnnan. She comes to me from time to time with news 
of inextricable imbroglios in the harness, the head-stalls, and hay- 
rack. If I could not myself perform, the whole equine establish- 
ment would come to a standstill. But none knows me, none ven- 
tures to know me. I roam far and wide in the character of ghost 
(a true revenant). Such gipsydom I often liken to the mud bath 
your sick rhinoceros seeks out for himself, therein to lie soaking 
for a season, with infinite profit to the beast's health, they say. 

• ••••••• 

I love Emerson's book,^ not for its detached opinions, not even 
for the scheme of the general world he has framed for himself, or 
any eminence of talent he has expressed that with, but simply be- 
cause it is his own book ; because there is a tone of veracity, an 
unmistakable air of its being his (wheresoever he may have found, 
discovered, borrowed, or begged it), and a real utterance of a hu- 
man soul, not a mere echo of such. I consider it, in that sense, 
highly remarkable, rare, very rare, in these days of ours. Ack Gott! 
It is frightful to live among echoes. The few that read the book, 
I imagine, will get benefit of it. To America, I sometimes say 
that Emerson, such as he is, seems to me like a kind of New Era. 
Really, in any country, all sunk crown deep in cant, twaddle, and 
hollow traditionality, is not the first man that will begin to speak 
the truth — any truth — a new and newest era ? 

There is no likeness of the face of Emerson that I know of. Poor 
fellow ! It lies among his liabilities to be engraved yet, to become 
a Sect founder, and go partially to the devil in several ways ; all 
which may the kind heavens forbid ! What you ask about my like- 
ness is unanswerable. I likened it, four months ago, when I 
struck work in sitting, to a compound of the head of a demon and 
of a flayed horse. Infandum, infandum I 

Carlyle had sat to several persons. I cannot say to 
which of several performances this singular description 
refers. For some reason, no artist ever succeeded with a 
portrait of liim. 

^ The first series of Emerson^s Essays just published in England, with a 
preface by Carlyle. 
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To John CarlyJe, 

Newby : Angost 15, 1841. 
It is all like a kind of vision of Hades, this conntry to me, 
especially when it sinks all grey like a formless blot, future and 
past alike nothing or an unintelligible something. The truth is, 
I myself in these weeks make no debate whatever against the great 
exterior Not L There is nothing but passivity, idleness, and Bal- 
zac literature in me. Perhaps it is good so. I shall get to work- 
ing, to asserting myself by-and-by. Never have I been idler since 
I can remember. If my health do not improve a little, it is very 
hard. I see nobody, will let nobody see me. * It is not to be a 
Lion,' Jane says, ' but to be a Tiger.* 

To the Same, 

August 20. 

Our time, which is about done here, has gone along as well as 
was needful in a kind of vagabond style, the fruits of which I ex- 
pect afterwards. I have lived, as it were, entirely alone, in com- 
pany with the Titantic elements, spirits of the waters, earth, wind, 
and mud — by no means the worst company. Last night after dusk 
I walked as far as Gallowbank Pool, in a grey wild wind, in per- 
fect solitude except for sleeping cows, except three fishers too, 
whose rude Annan voices I heard busy in their sJcows in the Gral- 
lowbank Pool when I arrived. No walk in the world could be more 
impressive to me. I looked into the Lady Well in passing home 
again. Annan street had groups of 'prentice lads on it, and maid- 
servants in white aprons. Tom Willison's shop-light was shining 
far up the street, but Tom himself, I suppose, is laid long since in 
the everlasting night, or the everlasting day. Near ten o'clock I 
was here again. 

Headers of ' Redgauntlet ' will know the scenery of that 
evening walk. Whether as a rhinoceros in his mud bath, 
or as an unquiet refoenant^ in either case he was determined 
to have nothing to say to his fellow-creatures. There he 
was, in the very centre of his oldest acquaintances. Not 
a place or a name or a person but was familiar to him from 
his boyhood. At Annan he had been at school. At the 
same school he had been an usher. Annan was Irving's 
home- ^ ^ king's relations were all round him. Yet he 
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• 
visited no one, he recognised no one, he allowed no one to 

speak to him, and he wandered in the dusk like a restless 
spirit amidst the scenes of his early dreams and his early 
sufferings. The month at Newby over, he stayed another 
week at Scotsbrig with his mother, went for a few days to 
the Speddings in Cumberland, thence with his wife, be- 
fore going back to London, to see Miss Martineau at Tyne- 
mouth. At last, in the end of September, he was at home 
again, the long holiday over, to which he had looked for- 
ward so eagerly, and he threw down into his note-book 
the impression which it had left. 

JoumaL 

October 3, 1841. — ^Returned nearly three weeks ago after a long 
sojomn in Annandale, &c., a life of transcendent Do-Nothingism, 
not i^eeZ-Notliingism, an entirely eclipsed, almost as if enchanted, 
life. Jane was with us. Helen, the servant, too, had been with 
ns at Newby. The adventure was full of confused pain, partly 
degrading, disgraceful ; cost me in all, seemingly, some 70/. We 
shall not all go back to Annandale for rustication in a hurry. My 
poor old mother I What unutterable thoughts are there for me I 
How the light of her little upper room used to shine for me in 
dark nights when I was coming home ! The thought of her I Ah 
me ! There is yet no thought of all I feel in regard to that. . . . 
Harriet Martineau lies this long while confined to a sofa, writing, 
writing, full of spirits, vivacity, didacticism ; could still give illus- 
tration and direction to the whole world, tell every mortal that 
would listen to her what would make his life all right — a praise- 
worthy, notable character. Nevertheless, I was pained by much 
that I saw. Thft proper TTnit ^ fian specie a nf t)iffi r>nr F.nglftnd -jlI-. 
presentJguxer5Li5urious . 

I lazily, and alas! also sullenly, at times refused to see simply 
any person in Annandale except my own kindred. I do fear I gave 
offence to right and left, but really could not well help it. Much 
French rubbish of novels read, a German book on Norse and Cel- 
tic Paganism, little other than trash either. Nothing read. Noth- 
ing thought. Nothing done. Shame I 

Ought I to write now of Oliver Cromwell ? Goit weiss ; I can- 
not yet see clearly. I have been scrawling somewhat during the 



^ 
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past week, but entirely without effect. Go on, go on. *Do I not 
see 80 much clearly ? Wlgi: complain of wautinjjpJight ? It i^ conr- 
agga^energj]|^geraevei»nce^ that I want. How many things of mine 
have aiready jpassed into public action? I can see them with 
I small exultation ; really almost with a kind of sorrow. So little 
light ! How enormous is the darkness that renders it noticeable I 
Laat week a manufacturer at I^eds.POQ)pared Qjir^CQ??iS2-3flUfi* 
^i t bg ^^"y h in 1789 : curious to me. It is a strange incoherency 
this position of mine, of the like of me — among the meanest of 
men and yet withal among the high and highest. But what is 
life, except the knitting up of incoherences into coherence ? Cour- 
age ! What a need of some speaker to the practical world at 
present ! They would hear me if, alas ! I had anything to say. 
Again and agaJR.Q t late I ask myself in wMsgers^Is it the duty o f 



GAiere is a mass as of chaotic rubbish continents lying on me, 
crushing me into silence. Forward! Struggle! ' Live t^ p c^%]j^fi 

nthi^ry hAp py | * Yagi, yTirp1jja.tfl.ll tirnfia^Rn^ far j|fi yp^ onr\ Ttnf 

at bottom that is not the aim of any life. _AL bottom ifcviflaaa»»' 
S2^^Ex3^a^[l£'8ucK,^ is*" cpntinualjy dc^e JXQW-Sk- ii^s^ Every 
life strives towards a goal, and ever should and must so strive. 
"V Q^^tjo u hav£ tft ji9jjatlMlife8i;?^iS^ 4^^ ^j^^a ^» *\.^jj, ^^^^^ ^^ 
Igu run— tJis eyer aftiri^Fays—aiui to hsUp such .o|. .ftiem oiijtj^ 
%e gutter— this of course, top — as your means will suffice yon. 
But avoid Cant. Do not think J hat 7/02^?* fjf^ TPOftPJ! &_mere search- 
i ng m gutters fox. Ml^T? ^g^7^^^ t^nnp^ a.n^ aaf yy^ Ten ttousMid 
and odd to one it does not mean and should not mean that. In 
.our life there is really no meaning at all that one can lay hold of, 
[no result at all to sum up, except the work we have done. Is 
Vthere any other ? I see it not at present. 

Ye voices of the past ! Oh, ye cut my heart asunder with your 
mournful music out of discord ; your prophetic prose grown poetry. 
Aj/ de mi! But what can I do with you? This day I actually 
ought to try if I could get to work. Let us try. 

October 4.— Alas ! I did try, and without results. Da hab* ich 
keinen Tag. My thoughts lie around me all inarticulate, sour, 
fermenting, bottomless, like a hideous, enormous bog of Allan — a 
thing ugly, painful, of use to no one. We must force and tear and 
dig some kind of m^in ditch through it. All would be well then ; 
growth, fertility, greenness, and running water — ^a business that 
will not do itself ^' nst be done. Oh, what a lazy lump I am J 
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This extract explains the diflSciilty Carlyle had in be- 
ginning ' Cromwell .' He f elt^ that _ he Ja^i^, .mOifitiuog to 
sajj something which he ought to gay. s^jQttt-.ihe, piriBsent>« 
time to tha^presextL^ge ; something of infinite importance 
to it. England as he saw it was saturated with cant^ 
dosed to surfeit with doctrines half true onlv or not true 
at all, doctrines religious, doctrines moral, doctrines politi- 
cal, till the once noble and at heart still noble English 
character was losing its truth, its simplicity, its energy, its 
integrity. Between England as it was and England as it 
might yet rouse itself to be, and as it once had been, there 
was to Cai'lyle visible an infinite difference. Jeffrey had 
told him that, thougli things were not as they should be, 
they were better than they had ever been before. This, 
in Carlyle's opinion, was one of those commonly received 
falsehoods which were working like poison in the bloo^^h 
England could never have grown to be what it was if there 
had been no more sincerity in Englishmen, no more hold 
on fact and truth, than he perceived in his own contem- , 
poraries. The ' progress ' so loudly talked of was progress 
downwards, and rapid and easy because it was downwards. 
Tliere was not a statesman w ^^^ r>nnl/] ^^ l^nnoafly yy}^g|. lift 

thougUt TtQ, be right and keep his office ; pjotA membPic^-of 
Parliament who could yoje^hy.JbJfiuCDnscignce and keep his 
seat ; not a cTer^^man who cQflld^hopfi for promotion, if 
he spoke what Jie>.jeally bgliftved ; hardly anyone of any 
kind in any occupation who could earn a living if he only 
tried to do his work as well as it could be done ; and the 
result of it all was that the very souls of men were bein 
poisoned with universal mendacity. ' Chartism ' had been 
a partial relief, but the very attention which it had met 
with was an invitation to say more, and he had an inward 
impulse which was forcing him on to say it. How ? was the 
question. The ' Westminster Review ' had collapsed. He 
thought for a time that he might have some Review of 
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his own where he could teach what he called ^ belie^ 
^Jk Badicalism/ in opposi tion to Political Economy and Par- 
]jyi^TTnPjy|^ft|-y "p{^5|^j^^iR|Y^ Ut this he could make nothing. 
He could not find men enough with sufficient stuff in them 
to work with him. Thus all this autumn he was hanging 
restless, unable to settle his mind on ' Cromwell ; ' un- 
able to decide in what other direction to turn ; and there 
is nothing of his left written during these months of much 
interest save one letter about Goethe. Sterling, who had 
been a persistent heretic on that subject, refusing to recog- 
nise Goethe's sovereign excellence, had been studying 

* Meister ' at Carlyle's instance, was still dissatisfied, and 
had frankly said so. Carlyle answers. 

To John Sterling, 

Chelsea : October 31, 1841. 
I agree in nearly every word yon say about * Meister,' and call 
yonr delineation just and vivid, both of that book and its author, 
as they impress one there. Truly, as you say, moreover, one might 
ask the question whether anybody ever did love this man as friend 
does friend ; especially whether this man did ever frankly love 
anybody. I think in one sense it is very likely the answers were 
No to both questions, and jet in another sense how emphatically 
Fes. Few had a right to love this man, except in the very way 
you mention ; Schiller, perhaps, to something like that extent. 

^ Qflfe 4 to fii iU lQ^ JQveJfegJgaJ^ finR* lightning in thfi Wfty„ftf . (largggfi'^ j J - 
t ogether. This man's love, I take it, lay deep hidden in him as 
fire m the earth's centre. At the surface, since he could not be 
a Napoleon, and did not like to be a broken, self- consumed Bums, 
what could it do for him ? The earliest instincts of self-culture, I 
suppose, and all the wider insights he got in the course of that, 
would alike prescribe for him : * Hide all this ; renounce aU this ; 
all this leads to madness, indignity, Bousseauism, and will for ever 
remain bemocked, ignominiously crucified one way or another in 
this lower earth. Let thy love far hidden spring up as a soul^of 
beauty and be itself victoriously beautiful.' Let summer heat 
make a whole world verdant, and if Sterling ask next century, 

* But where is your thunderbolt then ? ' Sterling will take another 
view of it. 
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An interesting incident, tliougli it led to nothing, 
lightened the close of this year. In the old days at 
Comely Bank and Craigenputtock, Carlyle had desired 
nothing so much as professorship at one or other of the 
Scotch universities. The door had been shut in his face, 
sometimes contemptuously. He was now famous, and the 
young Edinburgh students, having looked into his lectures 
on Heroes, began to think that, whatever might be the 
opinions of the authorities and patrons, they for their 
part would consider lectures such as those a good exchange 
for wliat was provided for them. A ' History chair ' was 
about to be established. A party of them, represented by 
a Mr. Duniface, presented a requisition to the Faculty of 
Advocates to appoint Carlyle. The ' Scotsman ' backed 
them up, and Mr. Duniface wrote to him to ask if he 
would consent to be nominated. Seven years before, such 
an offer would have had a warm welcome from him. 
Now he was gratified to find himself so respected by the 
students. But then was then, and now was now. 

The chair (be said of it) has no endowment at all. To go among 
Scotch Presbyterians, Scotch pedantries, Klein-Stadteries, without 
any advantage but a lecture-room, and their countenance and co- 
partnery, would never for a moment do. Cannot I make for my- 
self a university at any time in any quarter of the Saxon world by 
simply hiring a lecture-room and beginning to speak ? Yet the 
movement of these young lads is beautiful, is pathetic to me : a 
young generation calling me affectionately home, and I already 
across the iin^emeabilis unda, * The wished for comes too late.' 
Tant mieiilx, now and then. 

This or something like this will I send — I must take care the 
dogs do not print it in their newspapers : — 

To Mr, Duniface and his feUow-requisitionists, 

My dear Sir,— Accept my kind thanks, you and all your asso- 
ciates, for your zeal to serve me. This invitation of yours, coming 
on me unexpectedly from scenes once so familiar, now so remote 
and strange, like the voice of a new generation now risen up there, 
is almost an affecting thing. I can in some true sense take it as 
Vol. III. —13 
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a voice from the young ingenuotis minds of Scotland at large, call* 
ing to me in these confused deep struggling times, * Come thou, 
and teach us what is good.* If I did not hope still in other ways 
to do what is in me towards teaching you and others, I should be 
doubly sorry that my answer must be negative. Ten years ago 
such an invitation might perhaps have been decisive of much for 
me, but it is too late now ; too late for many reasons, which I need 
not trouble you with at present. 

I will solicit a continuance of your regards ; I will bid you all 
be scholars and fellow-labourers of mine in things true and manly ; 
that so we may still work in real concert at a distance and scat- 
tered asunder, since together it is not possible for us. With sin - 
cerest wishes, yours, T. GablyiiB. 

Such a letter, brief, pregnant, and graceful, must have 
increased the regret among the students that they could 
not have the writer of it among them. Could not — for 
that was the word. At the univei^sities of England and 
Scotland, as they were then constituted, a man of genius 
bent on speaking truth and nothing else could have no 
place. Is it otherwise now ? The emoluments of the 
chair would have been ample, for the students would have 
crowded into the class, and the professors' incomes depend 
almost wholly on the lecture fees. Happily finance was 
no longer an anxiety to Carlyle. 

Money (he notes) does not weigh excessively much with me now 
that I have wherewithal to go on unbated by the hellhound idea 
of beggary. I begin to see now that it is not on the money side 
that we shall be wrecked, but on some other. Deo grcUias I tot 
it was an ugly discipline that. 



CHAPTEE IX. 

A.D. 1842. ^T. 47. 

Sterling at Falmotith — ^My own acquaintance with him — * Strafford* 
— Carlyle's opinion — ^Death of Mrs. Welsh — Oarlyle for two 
months at Templand — ^Plans for the future — ^Thonghts of re- 
turning to Craigenputtock — Sale of Mrs. Welsh's property — 
Letters from Lockhart — Life in Annandale — ^Visit to Dr. Ar- 
nold at Rugby — ^Naseby field. 

Sterling was spending the winter of 1841-2 at Falmouth. 
His chest was weak. He had tried the West Indies, he 
had tried Madeira, he had tried the south of France, with 
no permanent benefit. He was now trying whether the 
mild air of the south of Cornwall might not answer at 
least as well, and spare him another banishment abroad. 
It was here and at this time that I became myself ac- 
quainted with Sterling. I did not see him often, but in 
the occasional interviews which I had with him he said 
some things which I could never forget, and which affected 
all my subsequent life. Among the rest, he taught me to 
know what Carlyle was. I had read the ' French Revolu- 
tion,' had wondered at it like my contemporaries, but had 
not known what to make of it. Sterling made me under- 
stand that it was written by the greatest of living thinkers, 
if by the side of Carlyle any other person deserved to be 
called a thinker at all. He showed me, I remember, some 
of Carlyle's letters to him, which have curiously come back 
into my hands after more than forty years. Looking over 
these letters now, I find at the begiiming of this year 
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some interesting remarks about Emerson, with whom also 
Sterling had fallen into some kind of correspondence. 
Besides his own Essays, Emerson had sent over copies of 
the 'Dial,' the organ then of intellectual Liberal Xew Eng- 
land. Carlyle had not liked the ' Dial,' which he thought 
high-flown, often even absurd. Yet it had something 
about it, too, which struck him as uncommon. 

It is to me (he said) the most wearisome of readable reading ; 
shrill, incorporeal, spiritlike ; I do not say ghastly, for that is the 
character of your Pnseyism, Shelleyism, &c., real ghosts of extinct 
Landisms, Robespierreisms, to me extremely hideous at all times. 
This New £ngland business I rather liken to an t^ubom soul that 
has yet got no body. Not a pleasant neighbour either. 

But the chief substance of these letters is about Ster- 
ling's own work. He had just written * Strafford,' and 
had sent the manuscript to be read at Cheyne How. 
Carlyle, when asked for his opinion, gave it faithfully. 
He never flattered. He said honestly and completely 
what he really thought. His verdict on Sterling's tragedy 
was not and could not be favourable. He could find no 
true image of Strafford there, or of Strafford's surround- 
ings. He had been himself studying for two years the 
antecedents of the Civil War. He had first thought Mon- 
trose to have been the greatest man on Charles's side. 
He had found that it was not Montrose, it was Went- 
worth ; but Went worth, as he conceived him, was not in 
Sterling's play. Even the form did not please him, though 
on this he confessed himself an inadequate judge. His 
remarks on art are characteristic : — 

Of Dramatic Art;, though I have eagerly listened to a Goethe 
speaking of it, and to several hundreds of others mumbling and 
trying to speak of it, I find that I, practically speaking, know yet 
almost as good as nothing. Indeed, of Art generally {Kunst, so 
called) I can almost know nothing. My fii-st and last secret of 
Kunst is to get a thorough intelligence of ihefact to be painted, 
represented, or, in whatever way, set forth — ihB fact deep as Hades, 
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high as heaven, and written so, as to the visual face of it on our 
poor earth. This once blazing within me, if it will ever get to 
blaze, and bursting to be out, one has to take the whole dexterity 
of adaptation one is master of, and with tremendous struggling, 
really frightful struggling, contrive to exhibit it, one way or the 
other. 

This is not Art, I know well. It is Robinson Crusoe, and not 
the Master of Woolwich, building a ship. Yet at bottom is there 
any Woolwich builder for such kinds of craft ? What Kunst had 
Homer ? What Kunst had Shakespeare ? Patient, docile, valiant 
intelligence, conscious and unconscious, gathered from all winds, 
of these two things— their own faculty of utterance, and the audi- 
ence they had to utter to, rude theatre, Ithacan Farm Hall, or 
whatever it was— add only to which as the soul of the whole, the 
above-said blazing, radiant insight into the fact, blazing, burning 
interest about it, and we have the whole Art of Shakespeare and 
Homer. 

To speak of Goethe, how the like of him is related to these two, 
would lead me a long way. But of Goethe, too, and of all speak- 
ing men, I will say the soul of all worth in them, without which 
none else is possible, and with which much is certain, is still that 
same radiant, all-irradiating insight, that same burning interest, 
and the glorious, melodious, perennial veracity that results from 
these two. 

This extract is interesting less for its bearing upon 
Sterling's play, which brilliant separate passages could not 
save from failure, than for the full light which it throws 
on Carlyle's own method of working. But from his own 
work and from Sterling's and all concerns of his own he 
was called away at this moment by a blow which fell upon 
his wife, a blow so severe that it had but one alleviation. 
It showed her the intensity of the affection with which 
she was regarded by her husband. Her mother, Mrs. 
Welsh, had now resided alone for several years at her old 
home at Templand in Nithsdale, where the Carlyles had 
been mamed. Her father, Walter Welsh, and the two 
aunts had gone one after the other. Except for the occa- 
sional visits to Cheyne Eow, Mrs. Welsh had lived on 
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there by herself in easy circumstances, for she had the 
rent of Craigenputtock as well as her own jointure, and, 
to all natural expectation, with many years of life still be- 
fore her. The mother and daughter were passionately 
attached, yet on the daughter's part perhaps the passion 
lay in an intense sense of duty ; for their habits did not 
suit, and their characters were strongly contrasted. Mra. 
Welsh was enthusiastic, sentimental, Byronic. Mrs. Car- 
lyle was fiery and generous, but with a keen sarcastic un- 
derstanding; Mrs. Welsh was accustomed to rule; Mrs. 
Carlyle declined to be ruled when her judgment was un- 
convinced ; and thus, as will have been seen, in spite of 
their mutual affection, they were seldom much together 
without a collision. Carlyle's caution — ' Hadere nickt mit 
demer MiiMer^ Liebste. Trage^ trageT — tells its own 
story. Mrs. Carlyle, as well as her husband, was not an 
easy person to live with. She had a terrible habit of 
speaking out the exact truth, cut as clear as with a graving 
tool, on occasions, too, when without harm it might have 
been left unspoken. 

Mrs. Welsh had been as well as usual. There had been 
nothing in her condition to suggest alarm since the sum- 
mer when the Carlyles had been in Annandale. On Feb- 
ruary 23 Mrs. Carlyle had written her a letter, little 
dreaming that it was to be the last which she was ever to 
write to her, describing in her usual keen style the state 
of things in Cheyne Kow. 

To Mrs. Welsh, Templand 

5 Cheyne Row : Feb. 23, 184a 
I am continning to mend. If I could only get a good sleep, I 
should be quite recovered ; but, alas ! we are gone to the devil 
again in the sleeping department. That dreadful woman next 
door, instead of putting away the cock which we so pathetically 
appealed st^rni^ ' 'oduced another. The servant has ceased 

to * They are stuffed with ever so many hens 
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into a small hencoop every night, and left out of doors the night 
long. Of course they are not comfortable, and of course they 
crow and screech not only from daylight, but from midnight, and 
so near that it goes through one's head every time like a sword. 
The night before last they woke me every quarter of an hour, but 
I slept some in the intervals ; for they had not succeeded in rous- 
ing him above. But last night they had him up at three. He 
went to bed again, and got some sleep after, the * horrors ' not re- 
commencing their efforts till five ; but I, listening every minute 
for a new screech that would send him down a second time and 
prepare such wretchedness for the day, could sleep no more. 

What is to be done God knows ! If this goes on, he will soon be 
in Bedlam ; and I too, for anything I see to the contrary : and 
how to hinder it from going on ? The last note we sent the cruel 
woman would not open. I send for the maid, and she will not 
come. I would give them guineas for quiet, but they prefer tor- 
menting us. In the law there is no resource in such cases. They 
may keep wild beasts in their back yard if they choose to do so. 
Oarlyle swears he will shoot them, and orders me to borrow Maz- 
zini's gun. Shoot them with all my heart if the consequences 
were merely having to go to a police office and pay the damage. 
But the woman would only be irritated thereby into getting fifty 
instead of two. If there is to be any shooting, however, I will do 
it myself. It will sound better my shooting them on principle than 
his doing it in a passion. 

This despicable nuisance is not at all unlikely to drive us out 
of the house after all, just when he had reconciled himself to stay 
in it. How one is vexed with little things in this life ! The 
great evils one triumphs over bravely, but the little eat away one's 
heart. 

An ' evil ' greater than slie had yet known since her 
father was taken away Imng over Mrs. Carlyle while she 
was writing this letter. Five days later there came news 
from Templand, like a bolt out of the blue sky, that Mrs. 
Welsh had been struck by apoplexy and was dangerously 
ill. Mrs. Carlyle, utterly unfit for travelling, ' almost out 
of herself,' flew to Enston Square and caught the first train 
to Liverpool. At Liverpool, at her uncle's house, she 
learnt that all was over, and that she would never see her 
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mother more. She was carried to bed unconscious. When 
she recovered her senses she would have risen and gone 
on ; but her uncle would not let her risk her own life, and 
to have proceeded in her existing condition would as likely 
as. not have been fatal to her. Extreme, intense in 
everything, she could only think of her own shortcomings, 
of how her mother was gone now, and could never for- 
give her. The strongest natures suffer worst from re- 
morse. Only a strong nature, perhaps, can know what 
remorse means. Mrs. Carlyle had surrendered her fortune 
to her mother, but the recollection of this could be no 
comfort ; she would have hated herself if such a thought 
had occurred to her. Carlj-le knew what she would be 
suffering. The fatal news had been sent on to him in 
London. He who could be driven into frenzy if a cock 
crew near him at midnight, had no sorrow to spare for 
himself in the presence of real calamity. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle^ Maryland Street, Liverpool, 

Chelsea : March 1, 1842. 
My darling I my poor little woman ! Alas ! what can I say to 
thee ? It was a stern welcome from thy journey this news that 
met thee at Maryland Street. Oh, my poor little broken-hearted 
wife ! Our good mother, then, is away for ever. She has gone to 
the unknown Great God, the Maker of her and of us. We shall 
never see her more with these eyes. Weep, my darling, for it is 
altogether sad and stern, the consummation of soitows, the great- 
est, as I hope, that awaits thee in this world. I join my tears 
with thine ; I cry from the bottom of my dumb heart that God 
would be good to thee, and soften our tears into blessed tears. 
The question now, however, is what is to be done. I almost per- 
suade myself your cousins would get you advised to take a little 
repose with them — Kepose ! — and that you ai*e still at Liverpool 
and will expect this letter there, Tell me : would you wish me to 
come ? to attend you forward ? to bring you back home ? to do or 
to attempt anything that even promises to aid you ? Speak, my 
poor darling ! I am in a whirl of unutterable thoughts. I can 
advise nothino- ' 'n everything I will be ordered by youl 
wipl^ 



Death of Mrs. Welsh. 201 

I wrote to Dr. Russell ' last night. Alas ! his tidings were all 
too sudden. The swiftest mail train could not have carried us 
thither. Even at Craigenputtock it might have befallen so. Per- 
haps this night there will be some letter come from you. No, no ! 
I remember now there is none possible till to-morrow morning. 
Oh, that you had but stayed with me ! It would have been 
something to weep on my shoulder. God help thee to bear this 
sore stroke, my poor little Jeannie I Adieu, I will write no more 
at present. I have, of course, many letters to write. God be with 
thee, and solace thy poor heart, my own dearest I 

T. Cablylb. 

8 o^clock. 
I have kept this open to the last minute in hopes some clearness 
of purpose might rise on me from amid that black chaos of 
thoughts. It seems cruel to ask thee for advice, and yet thy 
wishes, dearest, shall be the chief element of guidance for me. 
As yet, in the mood I am in, all whirls and tumbles ; but this 
question does arise. Ought I not, by all laws of custom and 
natural propriety, to be there, with or without thee, on the last 
sad, solemn occasion, to testify my reverence for one who will be 
for ever sad, dear, and venerable to me ? Think thou and answer. 
I will have all in readiness at any rate, so that I may be able to 
start to-morrow night, or say on Thursday morning, if needful. 
Shall I ? Adieu, my own darling ! 

Mrs. Carlyle lay ill in Liverpol, unable to stir, and un- 
permitted to write. He himself felt that he must go, and 
he went without waiting to hear more. As it was, he 
was too late for the funeral, which had for some reason 
been hurried ; but his brother James, with the instinct of 
good feeling, had gone of his own accord from Ecclefechan 
to represent him. Carlyle was sole executor, and there 
were business affairs requiring attention which might de- 
tain him several weeks. He was a few hours with his 
wife at Liverpool on his way, and then went on, taking 
his wife's cousin Helen with him to assist in the many 
arrangements which would require a woman's hand. 

1 The physician who had attended Mrs. Welsh, and husband of the Mra 
RusseU who was afterwards Mrs. Carlyle's correspondent. 
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Everything was, of course, left to Mrs. Carlyle, and her 
own property was returned to her. It was not large, 
from 200Z. to 300Z. a year ; but, with such habits as hers 
and her husband's, it was independence, and even wealth. 
But this was the last recollection which occurred to 
Carlyle. He travelled down on the box of the mail iu 
a half-dreamy state, seeing familiar faces at Annan and 
Dumfries, and along the road, but taking no heed of them. 
Templand, when he reached it, was a haunted place. 
There he had been married ; there he had often spent his 
holidays when he could come down from Craigenputtock ; 
tliere he had conceived * Sartor ; ' there two years before 
his own mother and he had smoked their pipes together 
in the shrubbery. It was from Templand that he had 
rushed away desperate in the twilight of a summer morn- 
ing and seen the herons fishing in the river pools. A 
thousand memories hung about the place, which was now 
standing desolate. During the six weeks while he re- 
mained there he wrote daily to his wife, and every one of 
these letters contained something tenderly beautiful. A 
few extracts, however, ai-e all that I can allow myself. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle. ' 

Templand : March 7, 1842. 

All this house is like a ghost to me, but still clear and pure like 
a kind of blessed spirit. The old feathers and grass stick in the 
bottle on the mantelpiece. There are two pennies with bits of wax 
on them. Helen thinks they are memorials of John Grey or Mr. 
Bradfute. 

March 9. 
Our cousin's accounts of thee are better and always better, but we 
hear of sleepless nights, doctors, and sleep provoked by medicine. I 
entreat thee, my poor little woman ! compose thy sad heart. Alas, 
alas I I bid thee cease to be miserable, and thou canst not cease. 
The stroke that has fallen is indeed irreparable, and tears, hot, 
sorrowful tears, are due to the departed who will meet us here no 
more. We shall go to her ; she shall not return to us. So it was 
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in tlie Psalmist David's time ; so it is in onrs, and will be to the 
end of the world — a world long ago defined as a vale of tears, in 
which, if we did not know of very truth that God presided over it, 
and did incessantly guide it towards good and not towards evil, we 
were incontrollably wretched. 

March 11. 
I am dreadfully sad in the mornings before I get up, and some 
kind of work or endeavour after work fallen to. One has to look 
at the black enemy steadily and contemplate him in solitude for 
oneself. All sorrow is an enemy, but it carries a friencTs message 
within it too. Oh, my poor Jeannie ! all life is as death, and the 
true Igdrasil which reaches up to heaven goes down to the king- 
dom of hell ; and God, the Everlasting Good and Just, is in it all. 
We have no words for these things ; we are to be silent about 
them ; yet they are true, for ever true. My dear partner, endea- 
vour to still all feelings that can end in no action. Compose thy 
poor little heart and say, though with tears, * God's will be done.' 

Among other questions requiring answer was, first and 
foremost, what was to be done with Terapland itself ? 
The house and farm were held under the Duke of Bue- 
cleuch. The lease had yet several years to run. 

Templand : March 19. 
I understand it takes some three weeks to give proper notifica- 
tion. In three weeks I might have it settled and be making for 
London again. I do not dislike a kind of fellowship with the dead 
for that length of time. It is very mournful, almost awful, but it 
is wholesome and useful for me. It is towards Eternity that we 
ai'e all bound. It is in Eternity that we already all live ; and aw- 
ful death itself is but another phasis of life which also is awful, 
fearful, and wonderful, reaching to heaven and hell. Ah me ! one 
feels in these moments, first of all, how beggarly, almost insulting 
to one, are all words whatsoever, when sueh a thing lies there ar- 
rived and visible. 

The first intention had been to part with the place and 
sell the furniture ; but it was endeared to Carlyle by many 
recollections, and the thought occurred to him whether it 
might not be better to keep it as it stood, and with all that 
it contained, as a summer retreat, or perhaps as a final 
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home for himself. His mother, who had come across to 
stay with him, perhaps encouraged tlie feeling. He did 
not propose it ; he was careful to propose nothing which 
his wife might dislike and have the pain of rejecting. He 
hinted at it merely as a passing thought, and it was as well 
that he did no more ; for he saw at once that the very idea 
of such a thing was intolerably distressing to her, and of 
this project he said no more. 

His mother went home after a week. * She sent you 
her sympathy and blessing,' Carlyle wrote. * " Thou must 
tell her too," she added, " whatever ye may think of it, 
that I hope she will get this great trouble sanctified to her 
yet," which I said I doubted not my poor Jane in her own 
way was ever struggling to obtain.' 

It is the first day of my entire solitude here (he continued [for 
Helen was also gone] on March 22), a bright, pale March day, de- 
faced with occasional angry gusts of storm. I feel the whole, 
however, myself, and her that is away, to be full of mystery, of 
sorrow and greatness ; God-like, the work wholly of a God. La- 
ment not, my poor Jane I As sure as we live we shall yet go to 
her ; we shall before long join her, and be united, we and all our- 
loved ones, even in such a way as God Most High has seen good ; 
which way, of all conceivable ways, is it not verily the best? 
Speak as we will, there is nothing more to be spoken but even 
this : God is great ; God is good ; God's will be done. Flesh and 
blood do rebel, but the spirit within us all answers : Yes, even so. 
My poor woman ! 

In the quiet at Templand, and among such solemn sur- 
roundings, London and its noisy vanities, its dinners and 
its hencoops, did not seem more beautiful to Carlyle. More 
than ever he prayed to be away from it. At that house it 
was evident tliat Mrs. Carlyle could not bear the thought 
of living. But there was Craigenputtock not far off, to- 
wards which he had often been wistfully looking. Of 
this, too, hitherto she h " ** ^ear so much as a 

mention; but it w*^- '^^* ' a might 
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be less. They could afford to spend something to improve 
its comforts. An auction sale of the Templand furniture, 
every part of which had a remembrance attaching' to it, 
was in itself a kind of sacrilege. Again he would merely 
hint. 

Once or twice to-day (he said at the close of the same letter) it 
strikes me, if you did not so dislike Craigenputtock, might we not 
carry all over thither, build them together again, and avoid a sale ? 
But this, I am afraid, is rather wild. I myself have no love for 
Craigenputtock ; but the place might still be saved, made even 
neater than ever, and while it continues ours there is a kind of 
necessity for our going thither sometimes. 

Mrs. Carlyle was leaving Liverpool and returning to 
London. Her answer to this susrffestion did not immedi- 
ately arrive. Perhaps he knew that she would not like it, 
and may have himself thought no further about the mat- 
ter. His daily missives still continued. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle. 

Templand : March 23. 
The day has been pale, bright, serene, a sort of Sabbath to me. 
The Closebuin trees were all loud with rooks. The cattle seemed 
happy ; the unfathomable azure resting beautifully above us alL 
One asks. Is man alone bom to sorrow that has neither healing 
nor blessedness in it ? All nature from all comers of it answers No 
— for all the wise No. Only Yea for the \mwise, who have man's 
susceptibilities, appetites, capabilities, and not the insights and 
rugged virtues of men. The sun — twilight itself coming through 
this poor north window which you know so well — begins to fail me. 

March 25. 

My dear good "Wife, — Your kind and sad little note arrived this 
morning. Never mind me and my health. The country, with its 
sacred stillness and freshness, is sure to amend me of everything. 
Its very tempests and blistering spring showers do me good to 
witness. God's earth ! It is good for me, also, to be left quite 
alone here, alone with my griefs and my sins, even as xq. the pres- 
ence of one sainted and gone into the eternal clearness. God 
Most High is over us both. . . . This morning I hear from 
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Adamson * about some legacy tax and the inventoiy of effects. I 
have taken order abont it and answered him. To jou this only 
will be interesting, that she had, if I recollect, 189/. Ijing in the 
bank, so needed not to fear money straits at least. Heaven be 
praised for it ! Oh Jeannie, what a blessing for ns now that we 
fronted poverty instead of her doing it ! Could the Queen's Treas- 
ury compensate us had we basely left her to such a struggle ? 

He had to regret that he had so much as alluded to 
Craigenpnttock. The very name of it had, in Mrs. Car- 
lyle's weak, agitated state, awakened a kind of horror. 

To Jane Welsh (Jarlyle, Cheyne Row. 

Templand : March 26. 
Dear Jeannie, — You are evidently very ill. I entreat you take 
care of yourself. Do not tear yourself in pieces. As to Craigen- 
pnttock, that was a passing thought, and has come no more back. 
If I make you miserable, it shall be for a greater blessedness to 
myself than a residence there among the savages. Do not fret 
yourself at all about that note. ... I saw very well what you 
now tell me ; how it had been. The worst effect of all on me was 
that it indicates such a sick, excitable condition. I pray you 
study to avoid xtkatever can lead thitherward, and know well 
always that I cannot deliberately mean anything that is harmful 
to you, unjust, or painful to you. Indeliberately I do enough of 
such things without meaning them. I walked three hours in the 
grey March mildness down to the Ford or Ferry of Barjarg, and 
back again by the river-side and shaws. It was a road I more than 
once went a good part of on horseback that autumn we last tried 
to stay here. Alas ! how all the faults and little infirmities of the 
departed seem now what they really were, mere virtues imprisoned, 
obstmcted in the strange, sensitive, tremulouis element they were 
sent to Uve in ! Of that once more I could not but tliink to-day. 
There is something in these remembrances that would drive one 
to weeping. Templand in the distance looked to me like a kind 
of pure Hades and shrine of the dead, poor little Auntie's figure 
lying in death in it,* and then in succession the second, and now 

1 1 suppose a Dumfries official. 

« Aunt Jeannie. I have found a letter lying out of its place among Carlyle's 
papers, written from Craigenputtock to Mrs. Carlyle on the occasion of Aunt 
Jeannie^B death. I had not seen it when I wrote the account of that part of 
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the third. The rooks are cawing all round, the river rushing ever 
on, a sacred silence of all human sounds resting far and wide. It 
is very mournful to me, but preferable to anything that could be 
offered me of the sorb they call joy. 

Poor Sterling ! setting off to-morrow again on his old hapless 
errand ; ' and yet who knows whether at bottom it is not a kind of 
good to him ? Were it not for this sickness that always opens an 
issue, I see not but he must either write a tragedy, or failing that, 
break his heart, and so act one. Probably he himself is not with- 
out some unconscious feeling of that sort, which in the background 
may lie as a kind of consolation to him. Poor fellow ! Enough 
now, and good night to cousin Jeannie and you, from the loneliest 
man in all the world — or at least as lonely as any. Gk>od night, 
and a blessing be with you ! 

April a 

Yesterday I set out in the rough wind, while the weather was 
dry, for a long walk. I went by Penpont, up Scaur Water, round 
the foot of Tynron Doon. I had all along been remembering a 
poor little joiner's cottage which I saw once when poor Aimtie and 
you and I went up on ponies. This ride, this cottage, which was 

his life, and so give it in a note here, as it is too beautiful to be passed over. 
There is no date, but it belongs to the year 1 832. Mrs. Carlyle was then at 
Templand, and had sent up word to her husband that her aunt had gone. 

Graigenputtook : 1832. 

Your sad messenger is just arrived. I had again been cherishing hopes 
when the day of hope was clean gone. Compose yourself, my beloved wife, 
and try to feel that the Great Father is good^ and can do nothing wrong, in- 
scrutable and stem as His ways often seem to us. Surely, surely, there is a 
life beyond death, and that gloomy portal leads to a purer and an abiding 
mansion ? Suffering angel ! But she is now free from suffering, and they 
whom she can no longer watch over are alone to be deplored. ... It 
seems uncertain to me whether I can be aught but an encumbrance at Temp- 
land. Yet I feel called to hasten towards you at this so trying moment. I 
mean to set out for Dumfries and order mournings, and be with you some 
time to-night I am almost lamed for riding, so that it may be rather late 
before I can arrive. 

My mother is here, and bids me with tears in her eyes send you her truest 
love and prayers that God may sanctify to you this heavy stroke. ^ Thf 
world,' she says, * is a lie, but God is a truth, and His goodness abideth to\ 
ever.' 

May He keep and watch over my beloved one ! 

I am always her affectionate 

T. Cabitix. 

1 Sent abroad, Falmouth not answering. 
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the centre of it in my memory, I would again recall, by looking at 
the places — the places which still abide while all else vanishes so 
soon. It was a day of tempestuous wind ; but the sun occasionally 
shone ; the country was green, bright ; the hills of an almost 
spiritual clearness, and broad swift storms of hail came dashing 
down from them on this hand and that. It was a kind of preterm 
natural walk, full of sadness, full of purity. 

The Scaur Water, the clearest I ever saw except one, came 
brawling down, the voice of it like a lamentation among the winds, 
answering me as the voice of a brother wanderer and lamenter, 
wanderer like me through a certain portion of eternity and infinite 
space. Poor brook ! yet it was nothing but drops of water. My 
thought alone gave it an individuality. It was /that was the wan- 
derer, far older and stronger and greater than the Scaur, or any 
river or mountain, or earth, planet, or thing. The poor joiner's 
cottage I could not recognise ; no joiner, at least, was now there. 

My stay here has now a fixed term set to it. After Thursday, 
come a week, there will be no habitation for me here. I went to 
the Factor, as I proposed, on Friday — a harmless, intelligent 
enough, rather wersh-loolsmg man. * He had no power,' he told 
me. * The Duke's answer ' could not be here iill the end of next 
tveek. There was little doubt but it would be as I wished- I de- 
cided straightway on proceeding with the sale and the other as- 
sortments, waiting no longer for * Dukes' and dependents of 
Dukes. Their part of the business will gradually be settling itself 
in the interim. The babbling inconclusive palaver of the rustic 
population here, if you have anything to with them, is altogether 
beyond a jest to me. I positively feel it immoral and disgusting. 

April 5. 
Margaret,* set a talking by some questions of mine, has had me 
at the edge of crying, or altogether crying. On the last fatal Fri- 
day morning the poor sick one said to her, * Margaret, I have had 
a bonny dieam. I dreamt that my son was writing a book with his 
heart's blood,' meaning, I suppose, that it was to be a right excel- 
lent book. Good God ! I shall never forget that. It will stick in 
my memory for ever more. But why do we mourn ? As far as I 
can gather, she died without pain. Margaret says she had never 
slept so well, and bragged of her health and was in a cheerful jok- 
ing humour not many minutes before. The great God is merciful; 

^ Margaret Hiddlestone, whu had been Mrs. Welshes servant, and was after 
wards Mrs. Carlyle^s pensioner till her death. 
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the stroke could not have been delivered more softly. But that 
* bonny dream * ! Oh Jeannie ! that is a thing inexpressibly sorrow- 
ful and sweet to me. I have set you crying again, I doubt. I did 
not mean that. 

Among these letters to Mrs. Carlyle I intercalate one 
written on this same 5th of April to Mr. Erskine, who had 
offered warm and wise sympathy in his friend's sorrow. 

To Thomas Erskine, Linlathen, 

Templand : April 5. 

Dear Mr. Erskine, — I know not whether my poor wife has yet 
answered the letter you sent to her, but I know that, if not, yet she 
means with her earliest strength to do so ; for she described it as 
having been a true solace to her, as having *told her the very 
things she was thinking ' — a most naive and complete definition of 
a letter that deserved to be written. Thanks to you in her name 
and my own. The poor heart seems gathering composure gradu- 
ally, though still very weak; and in weak bodily health too, 
hnprisoned by the rough spring weather. A young cousin is with 
her at Chelsea: a cheery, sensible, affectionate girl, whom she 
describes as a great support to her. Mrs. Rich and all her friends, 
summoned by a great calamity, had shown themselves full of sym- 
pathy and help. It is what mortals owe to one another in such 
a season. The little birds shrink lovingly together when a great 
gyr-falcon has smitten one of them. Death I account always as a 
great dehverance, a dark door into Peace, into everlasting Hope. 
But it is also well named from of old the King of Terrors — a huge 
demon-falcon rising miraculously we know not whence, to snatch 
lis away from one another's sight we know not whither ! Had not 
a God made this world, and made Death too, it were an insupport- 
able place. * Though He slay me, yet will I trust in Him.* Even 
so. In whom else, or in what else ? 

My days pass along here, where a multiplicity of small things 
still detains but does not occupy me, in a most silent, almost 
sabbath-like manner. I avoid all company whatever — except the 
few poor greedy-minded very stupid rustics who have some affairs 
with me, which I struggle always to despatch and cut short. I see 
nobody ; I do not even read much. The old hills and rivers, the 
old earth with her star firmaments and burial-vaults, carry on a 
mysterious unfathomable dialogue with me. It is eight years since 
I have seen a spring, and in such a mood I never saw one. It seems 
Vol. IIL— 14 
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all new and original to me — ^beautiful, almost solemn. Whose great 
laboratoiy is that? The hills stand snow-powdered, pale, bright. 
The black hailstorm awakens in them, rushes down like a black 
swift ocean tide, valley answering valley ; and again the sun blinks 
out, and the poor sower is casting his grain into the furrow, hope- 
ful he that the Zodiacs and far Heavenly Horologes have not fal- 
tered ; that there will be yet another summer added for us and 
another harvest. Our whole heart asks with Napoleon : * Mes- 
sieurs, who made all that ? Be silent, foolish Messieurs I ' 

Mrs. Carlyle's letters from Cheyne Row showed no re- 
covery of spirits. Wise comfort, wise reflection npon lifia 
and duty, was the best cordial Carlyle could administer. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle. 

Templand : April 9. 

No wonder, my dear wife, you feel disheartened and sick about 
all work and weary of the world generally. Benevolence, I agree 
with you, is no trade ; altogether, or nearly altogether, a futility 
when followed as a trade. Yet work does still remain to be done, 
and the highest law does order us all to work. My prayer is, ana 
always has been, that you would rouse up the fine faculties that 
are yours into some course of real work which you felt to be wortny 
of them and you. Your life would not then be happy, but it would 
cease to be miserable. It would become noble and clear with a 
kind of sacrodness shining through it. I know well, none better, 
how difficult it all is, how peculiar and original your lot looks to 
you, and in many ways is. Nobody can find work easily if much 
work do lie in him ; all of us are in horrible difficulties that look 
invincible, but that are not so. The deepest difficulty which also 
presses on us all is the sick sentimentalism we suck in with our 
whole nourishment, and get ingrained into the very blood of us in 
these miserublo ages I I actually do think it the deepest. It is 
this that makes me so impatient of George Sand, Mazzini, and all 
that set of prophets ; impatient so far as often to be unjust to what 
of truth and genuine propriety of aim is in them. Alas ! how often 
have I provokingly argued with you about all that I I actually will 
endeavor not to do so any more. It is not by arguing that I can 
ever hope to do you 2^^^ side ; but I will never give 

up the hope to »* "^th your whole mind dis- 

covering, as al '«nmest rocky 
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wildernesses of existence, there are blessed well-springs, there is an 
everlasting gniding star. 

Courage, my poor little Jeannie ! Ah me ! Had I been other, 
for you too it might have been all easier. But I was not other : 
I was even this. In such solemn seasons, let us both cry for help 
to be better for each other, and for all duties in time coming. 
Articulate prayer is for me not possible, but the equivalent of it 
remains for ever in the heart and life of man. I say let us pray. 
. . . God look down upon us ; guide us, not happily but 
well, through life. Unite us well with our buried ones according 
to His will. Amen. . . . My mother, with a kind, speechless 
heart, does speak so far as to ask if I will send you her blessing. 
She was telling me yesterday all about the last parting with her 
mother, how she came out to the middle of the road to take leave 
of them, &c. Old scenes, images sunk forty years in the past 
which can still bring tears into old eyes. Ah me! Ah me I 
Well, I will not add another word to day, for I have still much 
to do, and have written more than enough. Adieu, dearest ! God 
be with you ! — He that can wipe away all tears from our eyes. All 
teal's ! Ever youi* affectionate 

T. Oablylb. 

Heirlooms, and some few other relies at Templand, 
were packed and sent to London. The remainder of the 
stock was sold by auction on April 12, and Carlyle, un- 
able to witness so hateful a scene, spent the morning at 
Crawford Chnrcliyard, where Mrs. Welsh was buried. 
Tiie first part of the next letter was written there, the 
conclusion when he returned in the evening to the desolate 
house. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, 

Crawford : April 14. 
I have spent two hours at the place, . . . All is composed 
there into decent regularity, and lies overlooked by the old wilder- 
ness as in everlasting rest. I have copied the inscription lineatim, 
I thought you would like to see it that way too. I also copied your 
grandfather's memorial, evidently composed by her. The man has 
cut the letters deep, correct, and very well ; excellently well as 
far as lettering goes — one or two mistakes of points (one especially 
affecting the sense to a grammarian) which I could not bear to 
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leave. I went to the nearest farmhouse (close by), borrowed a 
chisel and hammer, and succeeded in making it all correct. The 
stone stands level, firm, raised by six pillarets upon another, which 
is flat, horizontal, and level with the ground. Grandfather and 
grandmother, and then a great-grandmother, I think, of date 1737, 
lie farther to the south. One ewe and her little black-faced lamb 
were the only things visible about the spot. The Clyde rolled by 
its everlasting course. The north wind was moaning through 
some score of trees that stand on the opposite side of the GoUes- 
Acker. What a name ! — a right name. The old hills rested 
mournful, desolate, pure and strong all round. I could see Gas- 
tlemaine from the spot. 

Templand: Evening. 
It was on the whole very well you did not come hither. All 
things would have fallen with such a deadly weight of grief upon 
you. Vacant ! Vacant ! The transitory still here ; so much that 
was transitory proved more lasting than what we wished to con- 
tinue for ever. The mark of her neat, orderly hand, full of hum- 
ble, thrifty elegance, very touching in itself anywhere and every- 
where, is in all comers of this house ; and she — has gone a long 
journey. Patience, my darling ! She has gone whither we are 
swiftly following her. Perhaps essentially she is still near us. 
Near and far do not belong to that eternal world which is not of 
space and time. God rules that too; we know nothing more. 
The sight of these poor flowers which I have gathered for you has 
led me into thoughts which perhaps I had better have spared. 
The poor little flowers have all ventured out this bright day, and 
there is nobody to bid them right welcome now. 

Tlie next morning Carlyle took his last leave of Temp- 
land, and went to pass a few quiet days with his mother. 
As a close of this episode I add a few lines sent to liim by 
a friend whom he rarely saw, who is seldom mentioned in 
connection with his history, yet wlio then and always was 
exceptionally dear to him. The lines tliemselves were 
often on his lips to the end of his own life, and will not 
be easily forgotten by anyone who reads them. He says 
in his notes to the ' Letters and Memorials of Mrs. Car- 
lyle,' that while at Templand he received three or four 
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friendly serious notes from Lockhart. In one of these, 
dated April 1, was written : — 

It is an old belief 

That on some solemn shore. 
Beyond the sphere of grief, 

Dear friends shall meet once more: 

Beyond the sphere of time, 

And sin, and fate's control. 
Serene in changeless prime 

Of body and of soul. 

That creed I fain would keep, 

This hope 1*11 not forego ; 
Eternal be the sleep, 

If not to waken so. 

At Seotsbrig ordinary subjects resumed their interest, 
and Carlyle began to think again, though not very heartily, 
of his own work. Tedious business still detained him in 
Dumfriesshire. He could not leave till he had disposed 
of the lease of Templand. The agents of the noble Duke 
could not, consistently with their master's dignity, be rapid 
in their resolutions. Carlyle became impatient, and re- 
lieved his feelings in characteristic fashion. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, 

Scot8brig : Apnl 19, 1842. 

Cromwell sometimes rises npon me here, but as a thing lost in 
abysses, sunk beyond the horizon, and only throwing up a sad 
twilight of remembrance. I sometimes think I will pack up all 
Fuz's books together at my return and send them away. I never 
yet was in the right track to do that book. Yet Cromwell is with 
me the fit subject of a book, could I only say of what book. I 
must yet hang by him. But, indeed, if I live, a new epoch will 
have to unfold itself with me. There are new things, and as yet 
no new dialect for them. The time of my youth is past ; that of 
my age is not yet fully come. 

No Duke's answer can arrive, I suppose, till the end of this week. 
It is a wonderful relief to me, that I have here got fairly out of the 
choking, sycophant Duke element, which tempted me at every 
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turn to exclaim, * May the devil and his grandmother fly away with 
your shabble of a Duke ! * What in God's name have I to do with 
him ? All the Dukes in creation melted into one Duke were not 
worth sixpence to me. I declare I could not live there at all in 
such an accursed, soul-oppressing puddle of a Dukery. 

April 25. 
I believe the thing is in a fair way of being what is to be ac- 
counted here as ' finished. ' I have seen the Factor and, as it were, 
come in * the Lord their God his Grace's will.* 

April SI. 

Let us be thankful that the sorrowful business, taliter qualiter, 
is over, and no more agitations on that score are to be apprehended 
for you. As for the home at Chelsea, if you like it, do not regard 
much my dislike of it. I cannot be healthy anywhere under the 
sun. I am a perceptible degree unhealthier in London than else- 
where ; but London, I do feel withal, is the only spot in the earth 
where I can enjoy something like the blessedness of freedom ; and 
this I ought to be wiUing to purchase at the expense of dirt, smoke, 
tumult, and annoyance of various kinds. I must run into the 
country when the town gets insupportable to me. But I ought 
not to quit hold of town. To live in cloth worship of his Grace 
the Duke of Buccleuch for example — I confess I should hesitate 
between Monmouth Street and that. Not that, I should say ; 
anything rather than that. 

To-day I have lain on a sofa and read the whole history of the 
family of Carlyle. Positively not so bad reading. I discover there 
what illustrious genealogies we have ; a whole regiment of Thomas 
Carlyles, wide possessions, all over Annan dale, Cumberland, Dur- 
ham, gone all now into the uttermost wreck, absorbed into Doug- 
lasdom, Drumlanrigdom, and the devil knows what. Two of us 
have wiitten plays, one could carve organs, sculpture horses ; Mrs. 
Jameson's old Carlyle was cousin of Bridekirk. I suppose I, too, 
must have been meant for a Duke, but the means were dropped in 
the passage. 

He had small respect for dukes and sncli-like, and per- 
haps Templand would not have answered with him if he 
liad kept it; but he had a curious pride also in his own 
family. Thei*e was reason to believe that his own father 
was the actual representative of the Lords Carlyle of 
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Tortliorwald ; and, though he laughed when he spoke of 
it, lie was clearly not displeased to know that he had noble 
blood in him. Rustic as he was in habits, dress, and com- 
plexion, he had a knightly, chivalrous temperament, and 
fine natural courtesy ; another sure sign of good breeding 
was his hand, which was small, perfectly shaped, with long 
fine fingers and aristocratic finger-nails. He knew well 
enough, however, that with him, as he was, pedigrees and 
such-like had nothing to do. The descent which he prized 
was the descent from pious and worthy parents, and the 
fortunes and misfortunes of the neighbouring peasant fam- 
ilies were of more real interest to him than aristocratic 
genealogies. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, 

Sootsbrig : May 8, 1842. 

My dear Wife, — This is to be the last note I write to you from 
Scotsbrig on the present occasion. Nothing new is to be com- 
municated. The day has passed over to this hour, four o'clock, 
without recordable incident. I have been twice upon the moor 
since six, when I awoke. I have seen poor cattle straying over 
these barren bogs; poor ploughmen toiling in the red furrow, 
their ploughshares gleaming in the sun — a most innocuous flash ; 
they and their huts, and their whole existence looking sad, almost 
pathetic to me. They are very poor in person, poor in purpose, 
piinciple, for the most part in all that makes the wealth of a man. 

Poor devils ! The farmer of Stennybeck, the next place to this, 
has a mother stone-blind, whom I remember out of infancy as a 
brisk, buxom lass that sate in the kirk with me. Utter poverty — 
financieiing equal to a Chancellor's of the Exchequer — has at- 
tended them these many years, even in the near background a 
gaol ; and now yesterday the poor blind woman, searching down 
some heavy chum from the garret — ^for she works and bustles all 
over the house — tumbled through a trapdoor and nearly killed 
herself. Unforttmate souls I The man asked Jamie one day, 
* What d've think will come of me ? ' Peel's tariff has taken some 
twenty pounds from him, and — his Laird is rioting through the 
world like a broken blackguard. I am wae to look on poor old 
Annandale, poor old England—the devil is busy with us all. 
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"What a pity a man cannot sleep, and so live something like 
other men ! For the rest, it is no secret to me that he onght still 
to keep a bridle on himself, and not let insomnolence nor anj 
other perversity drive him beyond limits. 

Yesterday I got my hair cropped, partly by my own endeavours 
in the front, chiefly by sister Jenny's in the rear. I fear yon will 
think it rather an original cut. 

It was on Carljle's return from Scotland, a day or two 
after the date of this last letter, that he paid the visit to 
Eugby of which Dean Stanley speaks in his life of Dr. 
Arnold. Arnold, it will be remembered, had written to 
Carlyle after reading the ' French He volution.' He had 
sympathised warmly also with his tract on * Chartism,' 
and his views as to the mights or rights of English work- 
ing men. Cromwell, who was to be the next subject, was 
equally interesting to Arnold ; and hearing that Carlyle 
would be passing Kugby, he begged him to pause on the 
way, when they could examine Naseby field together. 

Carlyle, on his side, had much personal respect for the 
great Arnold — ^for Arnold himself as a man, though very 
little for his opinions. He saw men of ability all round 
him professing orthodoxy and holding office in the 
Church, while they regarded it merely as an institution of 
general expediency, with which their private convictions 
had nothing to do. Such men aimed only at success in 
the world, and if they chose to sell their souls for it, the 
article which they parted with was of no particular value. 
But Arnold was of a higher stamp. While a Liberal in 
politics and philosophy, and an historical student, he 
imagined himself a real believer in the Christian religion, 
and Carlyle was well assured that to men of Arnold's 
principles it had no ground to stand on, and that the clear- 
sighted among them would, before long, have to choose 
between an honest abandonment of an untenable position 
and a trifling witli their own understandings, which must 
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soon degenerate into conscious insincerity. Arnold, Car- 
lyle once said to me, was happy in being taken away 
before the alternative was forced upon him. He died, in 
fact, six weeks after the visit of which the following 
letter contains the account. 

To Mrs. Aitken, Dumfries, 

Chelsea : May 10, 1842. 
I had from Scotsbrig appointed to pause about seventy miles 
from London, and pay a visit to a certain Oxford dignitary of dis- 
tinction, one Dr. Arnold, Master of Rugby School. I would 
willingly have paid five pounds all the day to be honourably off ; 
but it clearly revealed itself to me * thou should'st veritably go,' 
so at Birmingham I booked myself and went. Right well that I 
did so, for the contrary would have looked like the work a fool ; 
and the people all at Rugby were of especial kindness to me, and 
I was really glad to have made their acquaintance. Next day they 
drove me over some fifteen miles off to see the field of Naseby 
fight — Oliver Cromwell's chief battle, or one of his chief. It was 
a grand scene for me — ^Naseby. A venerable hamlet, larger than 
Middlebie, all built of mud, but trim with high peaked roofs, and 
two feet thick of smooth thatch on them, and plenty of trees 
scattered round and among. It is built as on the brow of the 
Hagheads at Ecclefechan ; Cromwell lay with his back to that, 
and King Charles was drawn up as at Wull "Welsh's — only the 
Sinclair bum must be mostly dried, and the hollow much wider 
and deeper. They flew at one another, and Cromwell ultimately 
* brashed him all to roons.' I plucked two gowans and a cowslip 
from the burial heaps of the slain, which still stand as heaps, but 
sunk away in the middle. At seven o'clock they had me home 
again, dinnered, and off in the last railway train. 
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The season was not over when Carljle was again at home 
after his long absence, but tlie sad occupations of tlie 
spring, and the sad thoughts which they had brought with 
them, disinclined him for society. The summer opened 
with heat. He had a room arranged for him at the top 
of his house at the back, looking over gardens and red 
roofs and trees, with the river and its barges on his right 
hand, and the Abbey in the distance. There he sate and 
smoked, and read books on Cromwell, the siglit of Naseby 
having brought the subject back out of ' the abysses.' 
Forster's volumes were not sent back to him. Visitors 
were not admitted, or were left to be entertained in the 
drawing-room. . 

Jane 17. 
I sit here (he wrote to his mother), and think of you many a time 
and of all imaginable things. I say to myself, * Why shoulds't thou 
not be thankful ? God is good ; all this life is a heavenly miracle, 
great, though stem and sad.' Poor Jane and her cousin sit in the 
low room which extends through the whole breadth of the house, 
and has windows on both sides. There they sew, read, see com- 
pany, and keep it out of my way. Poor Jane is still very sad, 
takes fits of crying, and is perhaps still more sorrowful when she 
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does not oiy. I try to get her advised out as much as possible. 
John Sterling is come to London for these two weeks, home from 
Italy. He will be a new resource to her ; she seems to get no 
good of anything but the sympathy of her friends. 

Of these friends the most actively anxious to be kind 
were Mr. and Mrs. Charles Buller, with whom Carlyle had 
been at Kinnaird. Their eldest son, Charles, who had 
been his pupil, was now in the front rank in the House of 
Commons. Keginald, the youngest, had a l.iving at Tros- 
ton, in Suffolk, with a roomy parsonage. His father and 
mother had arranged to spend July and August there, and 
they pressed Mrs. Carlyle to go with them for change of 
scene. Mrs. Carlyle gratefully consented. She liked 
Mrs. Buller, and the Bullers' ways suited her. It was 
settled that they were to go first, and she was to follow. 
Carlyle's own movements were left doubtful. He, after 
60 long an interruption of his work, did not wish to move 
again immediately ; but he was very grateful to Mrs. Bul- 
ler for her kindness to his wife, and when she asked him 
in return to go to the House of Commons to hear her son 
speak, he could not refuse. He had never been there be- 
fore ; I believe he never went again ; but it was a thing 
to see once, and though the sight did not inspire him with 
reverence, he was amused, and wrote an account of it to 
his mother. 

Mrs. Buller made me go the other night to the House of Com- 
mons to hear Charles speak on the Scotch Church question. Tho 
Scotch Church question was found to be in a wrong condition as 
to/ofTw, and could not come on till the 5th of July. It struck mo 
as the strangest place I had ever sat in, that same house. There 
was a humming and bustling, so that you could hear nothing for 
the most part ; the members all sitting with their hats on talking 
to one another y coming and going. You only saw the Speaker, a 
man in an immense powdered wig, in an old-fashioned elevated 
chair ; and half heard him mumbhng * Say Aye, Say No. The 
Ayes have it ; * passing Bills which nobody except one or two 
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specially concerned cared a fig abont, or was at pains to listen to. 
When a good speaker rose, or an important man, they grew a little 
more silent, and yon conld hear. Peel was there and on his feet. 
Poor Peel ! he is really a clever-looking man — ^large substantial 
head, Boman nose, massive cheeks with a wrinkle, half smile, half 
sorrow on them, considerable trunk and stomach, sufficient stub- 
born-looking short legs ; altogether an honest figure of a man. 
He had a dark-colored surtout on, and cotton trousers of blue 
striped jean. A curious man to behold under the summer twilight. 

This single glance into the legislative sanctuary satisfied 
Carlyle's curiosity. Once, in after years, on some invita- 
tion from a northern borough, he did for a few moments 
contemplate the possibility of himself belonging to it ; but 
it was for a moment only, and then with no more than a 
purpose of telling Parliament his opinion of its merits. 
For it was his fixed conviction that in that place lay not 
the strength of England, but the weakness of England, 
and that in time it would become a question which of the 
two would strangle the life out of the other. Of the de- 
bating department in the management of the affairs of this 
country he never spoke without contempt. In the adminis- 
tration of them there was still vigour inherited through 
the traditions of a great past, and kept alive in the spirit 
of the public service. The navy especially continued a 
reality. Having seen the House of Commons and tlie 
Anarchies, he was next to have a sight of a Queen's ship 
on a small scale, and of naval discipline. 

The thing came about in this way. He could not work 
in the hot weather, and doubtless lamented as loud as 
usual about it. Stephen Spring Kice, Commissioner of 
Customs, was going in an Admiralty yacht to Ostend on 
public business. The days of steam were not yet. The 
yacht, a cutter of the largest size, was lying in Margate 
roads. Spring Rice and his younger brother were to join 
her by a Thames steamer on August 5, and the night be- 
fore they invited Carlyle to go with them. Had there 
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been time to consider, he would have answered, ' impossi- 
ble.' But the proposal came suddenly. Mrs. Carlyle, 
who was herself going to Troston, strongly urged its ac- 
ceptance. The expedition was not to occupy more than 
four or five days. Carlyle was always well at sea. In 
short, he agreed, and the result was summed up in a nar- 
rative, written in his very best style, which he termed 
' The Shortest Tour on Kecord.' He was well, he was in 
good humour ; he was flung suddenly among scenes and 
people entirely new. Of all men whom I have ever 
known, he had the greatest power of taking in and remem- 
bering the minute particulars of what he saw and heard, 
and of then reproducing them in language. The tour, if 
one of the shortest, is also therefore one of the most vivid. 
It opens with an account of the run down the river, the 
steamer, the passengers. Heme Bay, Margate, &c. The 
yacht was waiting at anchor with her long pennon flying. 
As the steamer stopped the yacht's galley came alongside. 
The Spring Kices and Carlyle stepped into it and were 
rowed on board, and he made his flrst experience of an 
English cruiser, of a type which is now extinct. 

The cutter * Vigilant,* which rocked here upon the waters, is a 
smart little trim ship of some 250 tons, rigged, fitted, kept and 
navigated in the highest style of English seacraft ; made every 
way for sailing fast, that she may catch smugglers. Outside and 
inside, in furniture, equipment, action, and look, she seemed a 
model — clean all as a lady's workbox. 

The party dined on board. They were not to sail till 
tlie morning tide. The lights of Margate looked inviting 
in the height of its season, and they went on shore to 
stroll about and look at the sights. !Nor look at them 
only, for they were tempted into the ball-room, when the 
Master of Ceremonies came instantly with offers of fair 
partners. Carlyle looked on grimly ; but Stephen Spring 
Rice whirled away into waltzes, quadrilles, country-dances 
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— not to be moved from the place till the rooms were to 
be closed. * Auld Robin Gray ' was sung as a finale by * a 
very ill-looking woman.' It was by this time midnight. 
They went back to the yacht and turned in. The anchor 
was up shortly after, and before dawn they were far on 
their way. ' My sleep,' Carlyle says, * was a sleep as of 
hospitals, of men in a state of asphyxia, a confused tumult, 
a shifting from headache to headache.' After three hours 
he gave it up and went on deck, when he found the cutter 
flying through the water. By brealrfast they had run 
down the land — by ten o'clock in the evening they were 
off Ostend. Even now such vessels as the 'Vigilant,* 
with a stiff breeze, can hold their own with a swift screw 
steamer, while they have the advantage infinitely in com- 
fort and cleanliness. 

Ostend itself, with its harbour, its Douane, streets, ram- 
parts, hotels, shop-boys and shop-girls, is described at 
length and very humorously. I select a single incident 
only. They landed in the morning, and wandered about 
the town. They were to go on by train to Bruges after a 
midday dinner. The weather was hot. The Spring 
Rices were busy sight-seeing. Carlyle thought he would 
prefer a bathe, and forgot, or did not know, the regula- 
tions. He must himself tell what befell him. 

I passed over an unpaved part of the height, and soon sloped 
down to the sand beach where the machines stood ; where some 
score of ragged women sat sorting and freshening the salt towels, 
some cheering themselves with a loud song the while ; when di- 
rectly a freckled figure, with tow hair, barefoot and in blue blouse, 
volunteered in some kind of patois to do the bathing, and straight- 
way showed me into his machine and shut the door. 

I was stripped and ready by the time the blue-blouse's quad- 
ruped, one of the wretchedest garrons now alive, came to drag me 
in. I was dragged in nevertheless. I opened my door and 
plunged forward to one of the most delicious tepid sea baths, 
though as yet somewhat shallow. Alas I I made only some three 
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plunges and a stroke or two of swimming, when the blue blouse, 
in a state not far from distraction, came riding into the waves after 
me, vociferating with uplifted hand I knew not what. Wow I 
Gow ! Wow ! Nay at length something like Police ! Wow ! Gow ! 
and evidently expressing the intensest desire that I should come 
out of the water again. Clearly I had no alternative, with a man 
in blue blouse mounted in that manner. On entering I could not 
but burst into laughing. I found that, men and women, we were 
all bathing here in a heap, and that among my apparatus were not 
only two huckaback towels, but a jacket and breeches of blue 
gingham, which I decidedly ought to have put on first. My 
three plunges, however, were enough, highly beneficial — ^and no 
Police Gow-wow, as it chanced, had meddled with me. 

Dinner followed, and then the railway in the August 
afternoon to Bruges ; Carlyle sketching the landscape on 
his memory as lie went. 

Sand downs and stagnating marshes, producing nothing but 
heath, but sedges, docks, marsh-mallows, and miasmata — so it layby 
nature ; but the industry of man, the assiduous, unwearied motion 
of how many spades, pickaxes, hammers, wheel-barrows, mason's 
trowels, and the thousandfold industrial tools have made it — this I 
A thing that will grow grass, potherbs, warehouses, Bubens's pic- 
tures, churches and cathedrals. Long before 08Bsar*s time of 
swords the era of spades had ushered itself in, and was busy. 
Tools and the Man ! * Arms and the Man * is but a small song in 
comparison. Honour to you, ye long forgotten generations, from 
whom at this moment we have our bread and clothing I Not a 
delver among you that dug out one shovelful of a marsh drain but 
was doing us a good turn. 

Bruges in the thirteenth century had become the * Venice of the 
North,* had its ships on every sea. The most important city in 
these latitudes was founded in a soil which, as Coleridge, with a 
poor sneer, declares was not of God's making, but of man's. All 
the more credit to man, Mr. Samuel Taylor. 

The eye, Carlyle often says, sees only what it brings 
with it the means of seeing. The ordinary London trav- 
eller on the road between Ostend and Bruges perceives a 
country finely cultivated. He is pleased to approve ; ob- 
serves that these foreigners are not so backward as might 
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have been expected, and that is all ; Carlyle saw all that, 
and saw all that lay behind it — a miracle of human indus- 
try, two millenniums of human history. 

As they walked from the station through the streets of 
that strange old city, they were themselves objects of ad- 
miration to the inhabitants. He goes on : — 

The Captain ^ and I had a rational English costnme, different, 
yet not greatly different, from theirs ; but the costnme of our two 
brethren did seem to myself astonishing ; the Home Commissioner 
in a pair of coarsest blue shag trousers, with a horrible blue shag 
spencer without waistcoat, and a scanty blue cap on his head, had 
a trulj flibtistier air. The good Charles had a low-crowned, broad- 
brimmed glazed hat, ugliest of hats, and one of those amazing sack 
coats which the English dandies have taken to wear, the make of 
which is the simplest. One straight sack to hold your body, two 
smaller sacks on top for the arms, and by way of a collar a kem. 
The earliest tailor on the earth would make his coat even so ; and 
the Bond Street snip has returned to that as elegance. Oh, in- 
effable snip of Bond Street, what a thing art thou I 

In the Market-place they passed an authentic ' Tree of 
Liberty,' which had been planted in 1794, and was still 
growing. Carlyle patted it with his hand as they went by. 
He admired greatly the quaint old buildings, the pretty 
women neatly dressed. Among the children he emptied 
his pockets of his loose money. The door of a magnificent 
church stood open. They entered in the evening light. 

Few things (he says) which I have seen were more impressive. 
Enormous high arched roofs — I suppose, not higher than West- 
minster Abbey, but far more striking to me, for they were actually 
in tcse here — soaring to a height that dwarfed all else ; great high 
altar-pieces with sculpture, wooden carvings hanging in mid-air, ' 
pillars, balusti-ades of white marble edged with black marble, pic- 
tures, inscriptions, bronze gates of chapels, shrines and votive 
tablets ; above all, actual human creatures bent in devotion there, 
counting their beads with open eyes, or as in still deeper prayer, 
covered by their black scarfs — for they were mostly women — and 

> The captian of the yaoht, who bad aocompauied them. 
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only tbeir little pointed shoe soles distinct to you ; all this with 
the yellow evening sunlight falling down over and beneath the new 
and ancient tombs of the dead ; it struck me dumb, and I cared 
nothing for Rubens or Vandyck canvases while this living painted 
canvas hung here before me on the bosom of eternity. The Mass 
was over, but these worshippers, it seemed, still loitered. You 
could not say from their air that they were without devotion — ^yet 
they were painful to me. The fat priests, in whose real sincerity, 
not in whose sincere canty I had more difficulty in believing, were 
worse than painful. I had a kind of hatred of them, a desire to 
kick them into the canals unless they ceased their fooling. 

Things are long-lived, and God above appoints theu* term. Yet 
when the brains of a thing have been out for three centuries and 
odd, one does wish that it would be kind enough to die. The 
tonsures of these priests, I observed, were very small, not bigger 
than a good crown-piece of English coin. They wore on the 
streets a horrid three-cornered shovel for hat, a black serge or 
cloth pelisse, exactly like a woman's, some sasheries about their 
nasty thick waists, and a narrow scarf of black silk — about a triple 
ribbon of silk — hanging down right behind from their haunches, 
sometimes from the very neck — oftenest very ugly men, and far 
too fat. At bottom one cannot wish these men kicked into the 
canals, for what would follow were they gone ? Atheistic Bent- 
hamism, French Editorial 'rights of man,' and * Grande Nation.* 
That is a far worse thing, a far untruer thing. God pity the gen- 
eration in which you have to see deluded and deluding simulacra, 
Tartuffes and semi-Tartuffes, and to stay the uplifted foot, and not 
kick them into the canal, but go away near weeping in silence — 
alone — alone I 

He often ferociously insisted that he knew nothing 
about the fine arts, and wished to know nothing. His 
abhorrence of cant was particularly active in this depart- 
ment; aware as he was that nine-tenths of those who 
talked most fluently about it were talking mere words. 
But he had as good an eye as any man, and could admire 
wisely what deserved to be admired. 

In the second church we entered there was, among much else 
of the sort, a marble Mother and Child, by Michael Angelo ; 
probably the most impressive piece of sculpture I ever saw. 
Vol. III.— 15 
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Michael Angelo had made it for some Italian church. On its 
passage, in the Mediterranean, it was captnred by some Flemish 
sea-king and given to this chnrch, where it stands in perfect 
preservation, and may long stand. The treatment of the eyes is 
singular, the lids as if half shut — Angelo's way of meeting the 
diflficulty of stone eyes. The sculptural finish, I suppose, is per- 
fect, or the neaiest perfection man has yet reached. The skin 
glistens sleek, waves with a softness as of very skin. The air of 
the mother's face has something of Bachael the actress : narrow, 
Jewish, though not quite so narrow and Jewish ; bending, with an 
air of sorrow, of infinite earnestness, over her little boy, who stands 
before her supported by her. The boy's face struck me not less ; 
a soft, child's face, yet with a pride in it, with a noble courage in 
it, as of a young lion. There is a child hand, and a mother's 
hand, which I suppose it might be difficult to match. 

The travellers' time was short, and there was much to 
do in it. The afternoon and evening were allowed to 
Bruges. At dnsk they proceeded by railway to Ghent, 
where they proposed to sleep at the Hotel de Flandre. 
But, for one of them, to propose was easier than to exe- 
cute. The night was sultry. The open window of Car- 
lyle's bed-room looked into a courtyard with its miscel- 
laneous noises; and at four o'clock, with day breaking 
and the church bells bursting out, he grew desperate and 
got up. He exclaims : — 

How the ear of man is tortured in this terrestrial planet I Go 
where you will, the cock's shrill clarion, the dog's harsh watch 
note, not to speak of the melody of jackasses, and on streets, of 
wheel-barrows, wooden clogs, loud-voiced men, perhaps watch- 
men, break upon the hapless brain; and, as if all was not enough, 
* the Piety of the Middle Ages ' has founded tremendous bells ; 
and the hollow triviality of the present age — far worse — has every- 
where instituted the piano ! Why are not at least all those cocks 
and cockerils boiled into soup, into everlasting silence ? Or, if 
the Devil some good night should take his hammer and smite in 
shivers all and eveiy piano of our European world, so that in 
broad Europe there were not one piano left soundable, would the 
harm be great ? Would not, on the contrary, the relief be con- 
siderable ? For once that you hear any real music from a piano, 
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do you not iive hundred times hear mere artistic somersets, dis- 
tracted jangling, and the hapless pretence of music? Let him 
that has lodged wall neighbour to an operatic artist of stringed 
music say. 

This miserable young woman that now in the next house to me 
spends all her young, bright days, not in leamimg to dam stock- 
ings, sew shirts, bake pastry, or any art, mystery, or business that 
"wdll profit herself or others ; not even in amusing herself or skip- 
ping on the grassplots with laughter of her mates ; but simply 
and solely in raging from dawn to dusk, to night and midnight, 
on a hapless piano, which it is evident she will never in this world 
learn to render more musical than a pair of barn-fanners ! The 
miserable young female I The sound of her through the wall is 
to me an emblem of the whole distracted misery of this age ; and 
her barn-fanners' rhythm becomes all too significant. 

So meditated Carlyle, as he sat smoking at the window 
of his room in the Hotel de Flandre at Ghent, and watch- 
ing the dawn spread over the chimney-pots. An omnibus 
rolled slowly ont of the gate of the yard ; an old ostler 
sat mending a saddle on a bench. The bedroom windows 
all round the court were wide open, through which might 
be seen the usual litter, and in one instance for a moment 
a pretty young lady in a dressing-gown. He tried to sleep 
again when his pipe and his reflections were done, and 
had half succeeded when the great bell of St. Michael's 
boomed out close by, and threw him broad awake again, 
thinking how perhaps Philip Van Artevelde had listened 
to that very same bell ; and how the pealing of it was, 
perhaps, the first sound that had struck the ear of the in- 
fant who was afterwards Charles V. 

After breakfast the party separated on their various er- 
rands, having fixed on a spot where they were to meet in 
the course of the forenoon. The rendezvous was unsuc- 
cessful ; and Carlyle, not sorry to escape from picture gal- 
leries, passed his morning alone, wandering about the city, 
looking at the people, and straying into an occasional 
church. At the Cathedral he says: — 
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I found a large sqnadron of priests and singers busy chanting 
Mass — ^a Mass for the dead, I understood. The sound of them 
was as a loud, not unmelodious bray in various notes of the gamnt, 
from clamorous, eager sound of petitioning, down to the depths 
of bass resignation, awe, or acquiescence, which, reverberating 
from the vast roof and walls, was, or might at one time have been, 
a veiy appropriate thing. I grudge terribly to listen to any * ofSce 
for the dead ' as to a piece of an opera. The priests while I was 
there took their departure, * jfilthy hallions,* by a side passage, 
each with a small bow towards the altar, and left the rest of the 
aflEair to an effective enough squadron of singers and trumpet or 
bassoon men, who were seated gi'avely at work in their wooden 
pews in the chou\ Aloft and around, as I perambulated the aisles, 
where some few poor people seemed faintly joining in the busi- 
ness, the view w£us magnificent. The noisy, hoarse growling of 
the Mass, roaring through these time-honoured spaces, and still 
calling itself worship ! Ach Gott ! Turner says, the Lama Liturgy 
in Thibet, which often goes on all night, is likewise distinguished 
for its noise ; harsh, but deep, mournfully oppressive, and reminds 
you of the Mass. 

In an outer corner of this Cathedral, opening from a solitary 
street in the rear, I found a little chapel with an old Gothic-arch 
door, which stood open. Approaching, I found it a little closet of 
a place, perhaps some ten feet square and fifteen high. In the 
wall right opposite the entrance was a little niche, dizened round 
with curtains, laces, votive tablet of teeth, &c. ; at the side of it, 
within this niche, sate a dizened paltry doll, some three feet long, 
done with paint, ribbons, and ruffles. This was the Mother of 
God. On the left of it lay a much smaller doll (literally, they 
were dolls such as children have). This was itself God. Good 
heavens I Oh, ancient earth and sky ! Before this pair of dolls 
sate, in very deed, some half-dozen women, not of the lowest class, 
some of them with young children, busy counting their beads, ap- 
plying themselves to prayer. I gazed speechless — not in anger. 
An aged woman in decent black hood, perhaps a man, sate in a 
little sentry-box in the comer, looking on through a small window, 
silently superintending the place. They bowed to her before going 
out when their devotions were done. While I stood here for a 
moment there entered a stunted crooked-looking man, of the most 
toilwom down-pressed aspect, though still below middle age. He 
had the coarse sabots, leathern straps on him, like a chairman or 
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porter ; his hands hard, crooked, black, the Dails nearly all gone, 
hardly the eighth of an inch of nail belonging to each finger — 
fruit of sore labour all his days and all his father's days, the most 
perfect image of a poor drudge. He, poor drudge ! put two of his 
horny fingers into the holy water, dabbed it on his brow, and, 
folding the black horn hands, sank on both his knees to pray. 
I'he low black head and small brow, nailless fingers, face and as- 
pect like the poorest Irishman, praying to the two dolls there I 
You had to stand speechless. Vhomme est absurde. At the door 
sate squatted a poor beggar woman, to whom I gave my sou and 
walked off. 

Strolling aimlessly on, he next found himself in a street 
on the north side of the city, which reminded him of Eng- 
land. It was inhabited by a population ' equal in wretch- 
edness to the worst of a British large town,' squalid, 
hungry, hopeless, miserable. Yet, even there, human 
grace was not wholly absent. The next passage is like a 
page from the ' Sentimental Journey : ' — 

One clean house, and perhaps only one, I noticed in the street. 
An elderly, or rather oldish young, woman sat working lace here 
with her green pillow and pattern marked on it with many pins, 
which she shifted according to need, and some fifty or sixty slim 
little thread bobbins, which she kept dancing hither and thither 
round and among the said pins on her pattern figure with aston- 
ishing celerity. * Kan nit verstahn,* answered she, when I said 
* DentelleJ* Her messin dog barked, but was rebuked by her, and 
she seemed to Hke that I should watch her a little. Poor * oldish- 
yoang girl ! * I could see how it was with her. She had missed 
getting married : perhaps by * misfortune ; * and now retreated to 
this small shelter, which, and all in it, she kept clean as a new 
penny. She was to plait lace for the rest of her time in this world. 
I laid a half-franc on her pillow, and went pensively my way. 

Carlyle's grimly tender face and figure with this poor 
Ghent lace-girl would make a pretty picture, if any artist 
cared to draw it. Perhaps the next scene would be even 
better : — 

Aloft, at the north-west extremity, stands the Ahhaye de St, 
Piei^re, part of it still a church, the rest of it still a barracks and 
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an elevated esplanade. An accurate-looking steel-grey man, whom 
I spoke to here, in answer to my inquiries, informed me that he 
was an atwien militaire (poor Belgian half-pay lieutenant, I sup- 
pose), and had fought against us £nglish and the Duke of York 
in 1793. ' Vous Tavez bien battu,' I answered ; * et eniin c*est ce 
qu'il a m6rit6. II n'avait que rester chez lui alors, je pense.' 
The steel-grey man squeezed my hand at parting. Poor ancien 
momie militaire ! Precisely where the town ended, in the rear of a 
brown cottage, stood a young woman, dabble dabbling with linens 
in a wash-tub. Ck>nquering heroes perambulate the world where 
so much is going on, and this is thy shai'e in its history. Good- 
bye to thee, my girl, and see thou do thy washing honesUy. It 
will then be well with thee, and better than with most qudck ego- 
ists, never so conquering. 

He made his way back, looking for his friends, to the 
centre of tlie city. 

Soon after noon, the working people, generally in cleanish 
blouses, came along the street I was in, for dinner. Cotton peo- 
ple, I supposed. About a half were women, also very clean and 
decent-looking. I sate down amidst the trees in the chief square, 
called Place (VArTnes, where now, also, labourers were sitting at 
dinner. Their wives or some little boy had brought it out to 
them. In all cases it appeared to consist of two parts — ^a coarse 
brown jug containing liquor, soup, oftenest beer, or skimmed 
milk, flanked by a slice or two of black rye bread. This formed 
the outflank of the repast. The main battle was a coarse brown 
stewpan of glazed crockery, narrower at the top, like a kind of 
small rude hemisphere of a dish, which unifoimly contained po- 
tatoes stewed with bits of broken coarse meal, all in a moist state, 
eaten ravenously with a pewter fork. The dishes, I judged, had 
all been cooked in some common oven for a sou or so each. 
The good wife had sate by in a composed sorrowfull}' satisfied way 
seeing her good man eat. What he left, before taking to the li- 
quor jug, he carelessly handed her, and she ate it with much more 
neatness, though also willingly enough. Good motherkin ! But 
the appetite of the male sex was something great. A man not far 
from me, a weak-built figure, almost withoiU chiriy shovelled and 
forked with astonishinc: alacrity out of his stewpan, his protrusive 
eyes fla*'^ ' i, and his loose eyebrows shuttling and 

je^ " <» w^-' ' <i of him a devouring Chi* 
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msera. He gave the remnant — ^a small one, I donbt — to his boy, 
snatched up the black bread, and made a cnt in it at the first bite 
equal to a moderate horse-shoe. Poor fellows ! They all wiped 
their mouths, I could see, with some kind of dim cotton hander- 
chief, drawn from their blouses for that end. They tumbled 
themselves down for half an hour of deepest ambrosial sleep. 

The cafes, the clubs, the fine houses, the west end of 
Ghent with its fashionable occupants, are described not 
unkindly, but as of inferior interest to the working people. 
All that may be passed over, and indeed the rest of the 
adventures, for little remains to tell. 

He and his friends, who had spent their day in the 
picture galleries, met duly at the tahle-cPhote dinner. At 
five in the evening they were in the train, and at midnight 
in their berths on board their yacht, running out into the 
North Sea. The wind fell in the morning, and they were 
becalmed. They sighted the North Foreland before night, 
but the air was still light ; and it was not till the next 
day that they were fairly in the river. Then a rattling 
breeze sprang up, and the ' Yigilant,' with her vast main- 
sail, her vast balloon jib, with all the canvas set which 
she could carry, flew through the water, passing sailing 
vessels, passing steamers, passing everything. They car- 
ried on as if they were entered for a racing cup. The 
jib, of too light material for such hard driving, split with 
a report like a cannon. Carlyle saw ' the Captain's eyes 
twinkle ; no other change.' In ten minutes the flying 
wreck was gathered in, another jib was set and standing 
in place of it, and the yacht sped on as before. ' To see 
men so perfect in their craft, fit for their work, and fitly 
ordered to it,' was a real consolation to him. There was 
something still left in the public service of England which 
had survived Parliamentary eloquence. They anchored 
at Deptford, and the gig was lowered to take the party up 
to London. 
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Five rowers with a boatswain ; men nnsurpassable, I do not 
donbt, in boat navigation, strong tall men, all clean shaved, 
clean washed, in clean bine tronsers, in massive clean check shirts, 
their black neckcloths tied ronnd their waists, their large clean 
brown hands, cunning in the craft of the sea — it was a kind of joy 
to look at it all. In few minutes they shot us into the Custom 
House stairs, and here, waving our mild farewells, our travel's his- 
tory concluded. Thus had kind destiny projected us rocket-wise 
for a little space into the clear blue of heaven and freedom. Thus 
again were we swiftly reabsorbed into the great smoky, simmering 
crater, and London's soot volcano had again recovered us. 

His wife was still at Cheyne Kow when he came back. 
The day after— August 10 — she went off on the promised 
visit to the Bullers at Troston, of which she gives an ac- 
count 80 humorous in the ' Letters and Memorials.' Her 
husband stayed behind with a half purpose of following 
her at the end of the month, and occupied himself in 
writing dovvn the story of his flight into the other world, 
the lightest and brightest of all tourist diaries. He gave 
five days to it, seeing few visitors in his wife's absence. 
One new acquaintance, however, he did make in those 
days, or, rather, one was offered for acceptance, which he 
always afterwards counted among his good possessions. 

To Jane Welsh Garlyle, at Troston. 

Chelsea : Friday, August 20, 1842. 
The day before yesterday, in the evening, I had fallen asleep on 
the sofa : a loud door-knock woke me ; in the twilight, the tea 
standing on the table, a man entered in white trousers, whom 
Helen (not the servant) named — CEdipus knows what ! some mere 
mumble. In my dim condition I took him for Mackintosh ; * he 
was empowered to call on me by Miss Fox, of Falmouth.' He got 
seated ; disclosed himself as a man of huge, cosirse head, with pro- 
jecting brow and chin, like a cheese in the last quarter, with a pair 
of large protrusive (flittering eyes, which he did not direct to me 
or to anyi"'*^ ag into the blue vague. There he sate 

and tofrethftr vague way, like a man lect- 
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uring, like a man hurried, emban-assed, and not knowing well what 
to do. I thought with myself, * Good heavens ! can this be some 
vagi-ant Yankee, lion-hunting insipidity, biped perhaps escaped 
from Bedlam, coming in upon me by stealth ? * He talked a minute 
longer. He proved to be Owen, the geological anatomist, a man 
of real faculty, whom I had wished to see. My recognition of him 
issued in peals of laughter, and I got two hours of excellent talk 
out of him— a man of real ability, who could tell me innumerable 
things. After his departure I asked Helen what she had called 
him. * She did not know ; but was quite sure it was his right 
name, at any rate.' What an assistant this little damsel would 
have been to Adam when names were just beginning ! 

The more Carlyle tlionght of Owen the better he liked 
liiiri, and the more grateful he felt to Miss Fox for the ac- 
quisition. Sterling had known Owen at Falmouth, where 
lie had been on a visit to the Foxes. Carlyle wrote to him 
about it. 

To John Sterling, 

Chelsea: August 29. 
Your friend Owen, the naturalist, came down to me one evening, 
and stayed two hours. I returned his call yesterday with my 
brother, and went over his museum. He is a man of real talent 
and worth, an extremely rare kind of man. Hardly twice in Lon- 
don have I met with any articulate-speaking biped who told me a 
thirtieth part so many things I knew not and wanted to know. It 
was almost like to make me cry to hear articulate human speech 
once more conveying real information to me, not dancing on airy 
tip-toes, no whence and no whither, as the manner of the Cockney 
dialect is. God's forgiveness to all Cockney * men of wit ; * they 
know not what death and Gehenna does lurk in that laborious in- 
anity of theirs — inane speech, the pretence of saying something 
when you are really saying No thing, but only counterfeits of 
things, is the beginning and basis of all other inanities whatso- 
ever, wherewith the earth and England is now sick almost unto 
death. 

He is reproached for having spoken contemptuously of 
contemporary ' men of letters.' His contempt was only 
for empty men of letters, the beginning and end of whose 
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occupation was blowing bubbles either in verse or prose, 
lie Lad no contempt for any man who had genuine knowl- 
edge, nor indeed for anybody at all who was contented to 
be simple and without pretence. An acquaintance like 
Owen made life itself more rich to him. Two days later 
be followed his wife into SufFolk. Charles BuUer, who was 
to have met him at Troston, had not arrived, and, to use 
the time profitably, he obtained a horse of the completest 
Rosinante species, and set ofF for a ride through Oliver 
Cromwell's country. His first halt was at Ely. He amved 
in the evening, and walked into the cathedral, which, though 
fresh from Bruges and Ghent, he called ' one of the most 
impressive buildings he had ever in his life seen.' It was 
empty apparently. K^o living thing w^as to be seen in the 
whole vast building but a solitary sparrow, when suddenly 
some invisible hand touched the organ, and the rolling 
sounds, soft, sweet, and solemn, went pealing through the 
solitary aisles. He was greatly aflFected. He had come to 
look at the spot where Oliver had called down out of his 
reading-desk a refractory High Church clergyman, and he 
had encountered a scene which seemed a rebuke to his 
fierceness. ' I believe,' he said, * this Ely Cathedral is one 
of the finest, as they call it, in all England ; and from me, 
also, few masses of architecture could win more admira- 
tion. But 1 recoil everywhere from tieating these things 
as a dilettantism at all. The impressions they give me are 
too deep and sad to have anything to do wuth the shape of 
stones. To-night, as the heaving bellows blew, and the 
yellow sunshine streamed in through those high windows, 
and my footfalls were the only sounds below, I looked 
aloft, and my eyes filled with tears at all this, and I re- 
membered beside it — wedded to it now and reconciled to 
it for ever — Oliver Cromwell's " Cease your fooling, and 
come out, sir!" In these two antagonisms lie what 
volumes of jr^^^^^ing ! ' 
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Where Carlyle went on this expedition, and what he 
Baw, he described in a letter to his brother John when it 
was over. 

To John Carlyle, 

Troston : September 9, 1842. 
My grand adventure has been a ride of three days into Cromwell- 
dom, which I actually accomplished on my heavy-footed beast, 
with endless labour, dispiritment, and annoyance, but also with 
adequate interest, profit, and satisfaction to many feelings. I went 
first to Ely, a ride of thirty miles, most of it lanes and cross-roads. 
At length the high Cathedral of Ely rises towering on a hill-top 
over an immensity of cultivated bog, a very venerable-looking 
place. I then by some industry found Oliver's house. The huge 
horseblock at his door is still lying there ; I brought away a 
crumb of it in my pocket. The bells of Ely and some treacherous 
gi*een tea &c. kept me awake near all night. Next day, my horse 
and self both in very bad case, I got on to St. Ives, Oliver's first 
farm, sate and smoked one of your cigars in a field which had been 
his — very curious to me. The traditions about him in that region 
are the vaguest conceivable — such is immortality so called. I 
wonder what a Pitt or a Peel will amount to in two centuries in 
compaiison. * Immortality ! ' as my father would have said, with 
one of his sharpest intonations. After two hours at St. Ives, a 
little place of some three thousand people, I moved off to Hunt- 
ingdon, Oliver's birthplace ; saw Hinchinbrook, which was his 
uncle's house, and contains some excellent portraits of Civil War 
people ; dined hastUy, and rode with terrible determination to 
Cambridge the same evening. I never in my life was thirstier or 
wearier. The lightning flashed and blazed on the right hand of 
me all over the south from nightfall ; and about an hour after my 
arrival (about ten o'clock, that is) the thunder began in right earn- 
est. Next morning I looked diligently at all colleges within 
reach ; saw Oliver's picture in his Sidney-Sussex College ; got 
under way again in a high wind which became thick driving rain, 
and about five I arrived here sound and safe. To-day, of course, 
I am in a very baked, hot, feverish condition. 

Cromwell had been Carlyle's first thought in this riding 
expedition, but other subjects, as I have said, were rising 
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between him and the Commonwealth. At St. Ives ha 
had seen and noted more than CromwelFs farm. He had 
seen St. Ives poorhouse, and the paupers sitting enchanted 
in the sun, willing to work, but with no work provided for 
them. In his Journal for the 25th of October he men 
tions that he has been reading Eadmer, and Joceljn de 
Brakelonde's Chronicle, and been meditating on the old 
monks' life in St. Edmund's monastery. Round these, 
as an incipient motive, another book was shaping itself in 
his mind, and making ' Cromwell ' impossible till this 
should be done. 

To Thomas Erskine, Esq. 

Chelsea : October 22, 1S42. 
IjuifAi 6lL men knew and 9aw in very truth, ^s Emers on does, 
the everlasting worth, dignity, and blessedness of wo^. We 
shonld then terminate our Fox-hnnting, Almacking, Com-lawing, 
and a variety of other things ! For myself, I feel daily more and 
more what a truth there is in that old saying of the monks, Labo- 
rare est orare. I , find really th».f. a i^ftn nannnf. mnlrft a. pair ^^f nlir>oa 

rightly unless he do it in. & demiul manner ; tha% -ik^ mait i fl e vei 

paid for his real work, or shonld ever expect or demand angrily to 

/he paid ; that all work properly so called is an ^peal froB»-4he 

^ Bfieu, to the Unseen — a devont calling npon Higher Powers ; and 

nnless they stand by ns, it will not be a work, bnt a quackery. 

Perhaps I shonld tell yon, withal, that a set of headlong enthn- 
siasts have already risen np in America who, grounding themselves 
on these notions of Emerson, decide on renouncing the world and 
its ways somewhat in the style of the old eremites of the Thebaid ; 
and retire into remote rural places to dig and delve with their 
own hands, *to live according to Nature and Truth,* and for one 
thing eat vegetables only. We had a missionary of that kind here 
— a man of sincere convictions, but of the deepest ignorance, and 
calmly arrogant as an inspired man may be supposed to be — on the 
whole, one of the intensest bores I have ever met with. He made 
no proselytes in this quarter; but the spiritual state of New 
England as rendered visible through him was very strange to 
me. 

I had thre'* •^ion '«*'^ Oliver CromweH's 

country. ? ^ock in the old 
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city of Ely, under the stars, beside the graves of St. Mary's 
Churchyard. I ahnost wept to stand upon the very flagstones 
under the setting sun where he ordered the refractory parson, 
* Leave off your fooling, and come out, sir ! * Alas ! he too I was 
he paid for his work ? 

Do not ask me whether I yet write about Oliver. My deep and 
growing feeling is that it is impossible. The mighty has gone to 
be a ghost, and will never take body again. 



CHAPTER XL 

A.D. 1842-3. ^T. 47—48. 

Slow progress with 'Cromwell' — Ck)iidition of England qnestion— ^ 
' Past and Present ' — The Dismal Science — Letter from Lock- 
hart— Eflfect of CJarlyle's writings on his contemporaries— Young 
Oxford — Reviews — ^Visit to South Wales — Mr. Redwood's visit 
to the Bishop of St. David's — Impressions — An inn at Glou- 
cester — Father Mathew — Retreat in Annandale — Edinburgh 
— ^Dunbar battle-field — ^Return home. 

JoumcU. 

October 25, 1842. — For many months there has been no writing 
here. Alas ! what was there to write ? About myself, nothing ; or 
less if that was possible. I have not got one word to stand upon 
paper in regard to Oliver. The beginnings of work are even more 
formidable than the executing of it. I seem to myself at present, 
and for a long while past, to be sunk deep, fifty miles deep, below 
the region of articulation, and, if I ever rise to speak again, must 
raise whole continents with me. Some hundreds of times I have 
felt, and scores of times I have said and written, that Oliver is an 
impossihUity ; yet I am still found at it, without any visible results 
at all. Remorse, too, for my sinful, disgraceful sloth accompanies 
me, as it well may. I am, as it were, without a language. Tons 
of dull books have I read on this matter, and it is still only loom- 
ing as through thick mists on my eye. There looming, or flaming 
visible — did it ever flame, which it has never yet been made to do 
— in what terms am I to set it forth ? I wish often I could write 
rhyme. A new form from centre to surface, unlike what I find 
anywhere in myself or others, would alone be appropriate for the 
indescribable chiaroscuro and waste bewilderment of this subject. 

December 21. — The Preadamite powers of Chaos are in me, and 
my soul, with excess of stupidity, pusillanimity, tailor melancholy, 
and approaches o'' oeration and dog-madness, is as if blotted 
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out. Strange to reflect, daring a three days' rain, when all is mud 
and misery here below, that a few miles up there is everlasting 
azure, and the sun shining as formerly. No Cromwell will ever 
come out of me in this world. I dare not even try Cromwell. 

Carlyle was to try Cromwell, and was to clothe the ghost 
with body again, impossible as the operation seemed ; but 
he had to raise another ghost first — an old Catholic ghost 
— before he could practise on the Puritans. 

Events move so fast in this century, one crowding an- 
other out of sight, that most of us who were alive in 1842 
have forgotten how menacing public affairs were looking 
in the autumn of that year. Trade was slack, owing, it 
was said, to the corn-laws, and hundreds of thousands of 
operatives were out of work. Bread was dear, owing cer- 
tainly to the corn-laws, and actual famine was in the north- 
ern towns ; while the noble lords and gentlemen were 
shooting their grouse as usual. There was no insurrection, 
but the ' hands,' unwillingly idle, gathered in the streets in 
dumb protest. The poorhouses ovei^flowed, and could hold 
no more ; local riots brought out the yeomanry, landowners 
and farmers, to put down the artisans, who were short of 
bread for their families, lest foreign competition should 
bring down rents and farmers' profits. Town and countiy 
were ranked against each other for the last time. Never 
any more was such a scene to be witnessed in England. 

In his Suffolk ride Carlyle had seen similar scenes of 
misery. Indignation blazed up in him at the sight of 
England with its enormous wealth and haggard poverty ; 
the earth would not endure it, he thought. The rage of 
famished millions, held in check only by the invisible re- 
straints of habit and traditional order, would boil over at 
last. In England, as in France, if the favored classes did 
not look better to their ways, revolution would and must 
come ; and if it could create nothing, might at least shat 
ter society to pieces. His * Chartism ' had been read and 
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wondered over, but his prophecies had been laughed atj 
and the symptoms had grown worse. The corn-laws, it 
is to be remembered, were still standing. If they had 
continued to stand, if the growl of the hungry people had 
not been heard and the meaning of it discerned, most of us 
think that revolution would have come, and that Carlvle's 
view of the matter was right. 

Between him and all other work, dragging off his mind 
from it, lay this condition of England question. Even if 
the dread of revolution was a chimsera, the degradation 
of the once great English people, absorbed, all of them, in 
a rage for gold and pleasure, was itself sufficient to stir his 
fury. He believed that every man had a special duty to 
do in tliis world. If he had been asked what specially he 
conceived his own duty to be, he would have said that it 
was to force men to realize once more that the world was 
actually governed by a just God; that the old familiar 
story acknowledged everywhere in words on Sundays, and 
disregarded or denied openly on week-days, was, after all, 
true. His writings, every one of them, his essays, his lec- 
tures, his ' History of the French Revolution,' his ' Crom- 
well,' even his ' Frederick,' were to the same purpose and 
on the same text — that truth must be spoken and justice 
must be done ; on any other conditions no real common- 
wealth, no common welfare, is permitted or possible. Po- 
litical economy maintained that the distribution of the 
profits of industry depended on natural laws, with which 
morality had nothing to do. Carlyle insisted that moral- 
ity was everywhere, through the whole range of human 
action. As long as men were allowed to believe that their 
business in this world was each to struggle for as large a 
share as he could get of earthly good things, they were 
living in a delusion with hearts poisoned and intellect 
misled. Those wl^^ ^^^emed to prosper under such meth- 
ods, ar " rtimes, would gather no good out 
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of them. The multitude whose own toil produced what 
they were forbidden to share would sooner or later present 
tlieir bill for payment, and demand a reckoning. 

Tlie scenes in the north of England in this summer — 
from this point of view — seemed only too natural to him. 
On August 20 he wrote to his wife at Troston : — 

The Manchester insurrection continues — the tenth day of it 
now. I begin really to be anxious about it, and wish it were well 
over, that blood be not shed, and seeds of long baleful vengeance 
sown. A countiy in a lamentabler state, to my eyes, than ours even 
now, has rarely sh jwn itself under the sun. We seem to me near 
anarchies, things nameless, and a secret voice whispers now and 
then to me, * Thou, behold thou too art of it — thou must be of it ! * 
I declare to Heaven I would not have the governing of this England 
at present for the richest * cream and shortbread * that could be 
named. 

Men say that he was an idle croaker, and that events 
have proved it. All was really going well. The bubbles 
on the surface were only the signs of the depth and power 
of the stream. There has been no revolution, no anarchy ; 
wealth has enormously increased ; the working men are 
better off than ever they were, &c. &c. 

In part, yes. But how much has been done meanwhile 
of what he recommended ? and how much of that is due 
to the effect which he himself produced ? The corn-laws 
have been repealed, and this alone he said at the time 
would give us a respite of thirty years to set our house iu 
order. Laissez-faire has been broken in upon by factoiy 
acts, education acts, land acts, emigration schemes, schemes 
and acts on all sides of us, that patience and industry may 
be snatched from the ' grinding ' of ' natural laws.' The 
* dismal science ' has been relegated to ' Jupiter and Sat- 
urn ;' and these efforts have served as lightning-conduct- 
ors. If we are safe now, we should rather thank him 
who, more than any other man, forced open the eyes of 
our legislators. 
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Forty years ago people were saying with Jeffrey that it 
was true that there were many lies in the world, and much 
injustice, but then it had always been so. Our forefathers 
had been as ill off as we, and probably — ^nay, certainly — 
worse off. Carlyle had insisted that no nation could have 
grown at all, still less have grown to England's stature, 
unless truer theories of man's claims on man had once 
been believed and acted on. Whigs and Radicals as- 
sured him that the older methods, so far as they differed 
from ours, were less just and less wise ; that, although the 
artisans and labourers might be ill off occasionally, they 
were freer, happier, better clothed, better lodged, more 
enlightened, than in any previous age, and they challenged 
him to point to a time in English history which could 
honestly be preferred to the present. Jocelyn's Chronicle 
coming accidentally across him, with its singularly vivid 
picture of English life in the twelfth century, gave him the 
impulse which he needed to answer them, and ' Past and 
Present ' was written off with singular ease in the first seven 
weeks of 1843. His heart was in his subject. He got 
the book completed, strange to say, without preliminary 
labour-pangs, and without leaving in his correspondence, 
during the process of birth, a single cry of complaint. 
The style shows no trace of rapid composition, imless in 
the white-heat intensity of expression, nor is it savage and 
scornful anywhere, but rather (for Carlyle) candid and 
considerate. The arrangement is awkward — as awkward 
as that of * Sartor ' — for indeed there is no arrangement 
at all ; and yet, as a whole, the book made a more imme- 
diate mark than anything which Carlyle had hitherto 
written. Prophetic utterances seldom fall into harmo- 
nious form ; they do not need it, and they will not bear it. 
Three letters remain, written during the parturition, in 
which he exnUi ' he was about. To his mother 

he sa'' — 
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My health keeps good, better than it used to do. I am fast 
getting ready something for publication too. Though it is not 
* Cromwell * yet, it is something more immediately applicable to 
the times in hand. I do hope yon will see it soon, though it is a 
terrible business getting a thing wriggled out of the confusions it 
stands amidst, and made ready for presenting to mankind. It is 
like building a dry brick house out of a quagmire of clay and 
glar. ' 

The distress of the poor, I apprehend, is less here at present than 
in almost any other large town, yet you cannot walk along the 
streets without seeing frightful symptoms of it. I declare I begin 
to feel as if I should not hold my x)eace any longer, as if I should 
perhaps open my mouth in a way that some of them are not ex- 
pecting — we shall see if this book were done. 

Again : — 

Jannary 20. 
I hope it will be a rather useful kind of book. It goes rather in 
a fieiy strain about the present condition of men in general, and 
the strange pass they ai*e coming to ; and I calculate it may awaken 
here and there a slumbering blockhead to rub his eyes and con- 
sider what he is about in God's creation— a thing highly desimble 
at present. I found I could not go on with Cromwell, or with any- 
thing else, till I had disburdened my heart somewhat in regard to 
all that. The look of the world is really quite oppressive to me. 
Eleven thousand souls in Paisley alone living on three-halfpence a 
day, and the governors of the land all busy shooting partridges and 
passing corn-laws the while ! It is a thing no man with a speaking 
tongue in his head is entitled to be silent about. My only diffi- 
culty is that I have far too much to say, and require great address 
in deciding how to say it. 

And to Sterling: — 

February 33. 
No man was lately busier, and few sicklier, than I now am. 
Work is not possible for me except in a red-hot element which 
wastes the life out of me. I have still three weeks of the ugliest 
labour,' and shall be fit for a hospital then. The thing I am upon 
is a volume to be called * Past and Present.* It is moral, political, 
historical, and a most questionable red-hot indignant thing, for my 
heart is sick to look at the things now going on in this England ; 

1 Olar^ mud or any moist sticky Bubetauoe. a Correoting proofii. 
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and the two millions of men sitting in poor-law Bastilles seem to 
ask of every English soul, * Hast thou no word to say f or ns ? ' On 
the whole, I am heartily sorry for myself — sorry that I could not 
help writing such words, and had none better to write. Whether 
any Cromwell, or what, is in the rear of all this, the Fates know. 

* Past and Present ' appeared at the beginning of April, 
1843, and created at once admiration and a storm of anger. 
It was the first public protest against the * Sacred Science,' 
which its chief professors have since discovered to be no 
science, yet which then was accepted, even by the very 
clergy, whose teaching it made ridiculous, as being irre- 
fragable as Euclid. The idol is dead now, and may be 
laughed at with impunity. It was then in its shrine above 
the altar, and to doubt was to be damned — by all the news- 
papers. In ' Chartism ' Carlyle had said that the real aim 
of all modern revolutionary movements was to recover for 
the free working man the condition which he had lost 
when he ceased to be a serf. The present book was a 
fuller insistence upon the same truth. The woiid's chief 
glory was the having ended slavery, the having raised the 
toiler with liis hands to the rank and dignity of a free man ; 
and Carlyle had to say that, under the gospel of political 
economy and free contract, the toiler in question had lost 
the substance and been fooled with the shadow. Gurth, 
born thrall of Cedric the Saxon, had his sliare of the bacon. 
The serf was, at least, as well cared for by his master as a 
horse or a cow. Under free contract he remained the slave 
of nature, which would kill him if he could not feed him- 
self ; he was as much as ever forced to work under the 
whip of hunger ; while he was an ownerless vagrant, to be 
employed at competitive wages, the lowest that would 
keep him alive, as long as employment was to be had, and 
to be turned adrift to pine in a workhouse when it was no 
longer any o^"''^ * employ him. A cow, a horse, 

a pig, ' '^ ' price in the market, 
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was worth feeding and preserving. The free labourer, ex- 
cept at such times as there happened to be a demand for 
him, was worth nothing. The rich, while this gospel was 
believed in, might grow richer ; but the poor must remain 
poor always, without hope for themselves, without prospect 
for their children, more truly slaves, in spite of their free- 
dom, and even in consequence of their freedom, in a coun- 
try so densely peopled as England, than tlie Carolina 
Nigger, The picture was set out with the irony of which 
Carlyle was so unrivalled a master, with the indignation of 
which irony is the art. 

With the existing state of things the book begins ; 
with the existing state of things, and the only possible 
remedies for it, the book ends; in the middle stands in 
contrast the ancient English life under the early Plan- 
tagenet kings, before freedom in the modem sense had 
begun to exist ; and the picture of St. Edmund's Abbey 
and its monks, which is thus drawn, is without a rival in 
modern literature. As to the relative merits of that age 
and ours there will be different opinions. We know so 
well where the collar galls our own necks, that we think 
anyone better off whose shoulder does not suffer at that 
particular point. Nor did Carlyle insist on drawing 
comparisons, being content to describe real flesh-and-blood 
human beings as they were then, and as they are now, and 
to leave us to our own reflections. 

On the whole, perhaps we shall agree with what 
Lockhart answered, when Carlyle sent his book to him. 
Lockliart said he could accept none of his friend's inferen- 
ces, except one, that 'we were all wrong, and were all like 
to be damned ; ' but that ' it was a book such as no other 
man could do, or dream of doing ; that it had made him 
conscious of life and feeling as he had never been before ; 
and that, finally, he wished Carlyle would write something 
more about the middle ages, write some romance, if ho 
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liked. He had more power of putting life into the dry 
bones than anyone but Scott ; and tliat, as nothing could 
be less like Scott's manner of doing it than Carlyle's, there 
could be no suspicion of imitation.' 

But it is unnecessary for me to review or criticise further 
a work which has been read so universally, and asto w^hicli 
no two persons are likely entirely to think alike. I shall 
endeavour rather at this point to describe something of 
the effect which Carlyle was producing among his contem- 
poraries. 'Past and Present' completes the cycle of 
writings which were in his first style, and by which he 
most influenced the thought of his time. He was a 
Bedouin, as he said of himself, a rough child of the desert. 
His hand had been against every man, and eveiy man's 
hand against him. He had offended men of all political 
parties, and every professor of a recognised form of 
religion. He had offended Tories by his Radicalism, and 
Radicals by his scorn of their formulas. He had offended 
High Churchmen by his Protestantism, and Low Chui'ch- 
nien by his evident unorthodoxy. Ko sect or following 
could claim him as belonging to them ; if they did, some 
rough utterance would soon undeceive them. Yet all had 
acknowlediijed that here was a man of extraordinarv intel- 
lectual gifts and of inflexible veracity. If his style was 
anomalous, it was brilliant. No such humourist had been 
known in England since Swift ; and the humour, while as 
searching as the great Dean's, was infinitely more genial. 
Those who were most angry with Carlyle could not deny 
that much that he said was true. In spite of political 
economy, all had to admit there was such a thing as 
justice; that it was the duty of men to abstain from 
lying a great deal more than they did. 'A new thinker,' 
in Emerson's phrase- ' had been let loose upon the planet ; ' 
the reprp "Heligiones Licitse, the conven- 

tional r^d speculation, found 
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themselves encountered by a novel element which would 
assimilate with none of them, which disturbed all their 
digestions, yet which they equally could not ignore. 

This on the surface. But there were circumstances in 
the time which made Carlyle's mode of thought excep- 
tionally interesting, to young men especially whose con- 
victions were unformed and whose line of life was yet 
undetermined for them. It was an era of new ideas, of 
swift if silent spiritual revolution. Reform in Parliament 
was the symbol of a general hope for the introduction of 
a new and better order of things. The Church had 
broken away from her old anchorage. The squire parsons, 
with their sleepy services, were to serve no longer. Among 
the middle classes there was the Evangelical revival ; the 
Catholic revival at Oxford had convulsed the University, 
and had set half the educated men and women in Eng- 
land speculating on the authority of the priesthood, and 
the essential meaning of Christianity. All were agreed 
to have done with compromise and conventionalities. 
Again the critical and enquiring spirit which had been 
checked by the French Revolution had awakened from 
the sleep of half a century. Physical science, now that 
it was creating railroads, bridging the Atlantic with steam- 
ships, and giving proof of capacity which could no longer 
be sneered at, was forming a philosophy of the earth and 
its inhabitants, agitating and inconvenient to orthodoxy, 
yet difficult to deal with. Benthamism was taking posses- 
sion of dominions which religion had claimed hitherto as 
its own, was interpreting morality in a way of its own, and 
directing political action. Modern history, modern lan- 
guages and literature, with which Englishmen hitherto 
had been contented to have the slightest acquaintance, 
were pushing their way into school and college and pri- 
vate families, forcing us into contact with opinions as to the 
most serious subjects entirely different from our own. We 
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were told to enquire ; but to enquire like Des Cartes with 
a preconceived resolution that the orthodox conclusion 
must come out true — an excellent rule for those who can 
follow it, which all unhappily cannot do. To those who 
enquired with open minds it appeared that things wliich 
good and learned men were doubting about must be them- 
selves doubtful. Thus all round us, the intellectual light- 
ships had broken from their moorings, and it was then 
a new and trying experience. The present generation 
which has grown up in an open spiritual ocean, which has 
got used to it and has learned to swim for itself, will never 
know what it was to find the lights all drifting, the com- 
passes all awry, and nothing left to steer by except the 
stars. 

In this condition the best and bravest of my own con 
temporaries determined to have done with insincerity, to 
find ground under their feet, to let the uncertain remain 
uncertain, but to learn how much and what we could hon- 
estly regard as true, and believe that and live by it. Ten- 
nyson became the voice of this feeling in poetry ; Carlyle 
in what was called prose, though prose it was not, but 
something by itself, with a form and melody of its own 
Tennyson's poems, the group of poems which closed with 
*In Memoriam,' became to many of us what the 'Chris- 
tian Year ' was to orthodox Churchmen. We read them, 
and they became part of our minds, the expression in ex- 
quisite language of the feelings which were working in 
ourselves. Carlyle stood beside him as a prophet and 
teacher ; and to the young, the generous, to everyone who 
took life seriously, who wished to make an honourable use 
of it, and could not be content with sitting down and 
making money, his words were like the morning reveill^e. 
The middle-aged and experienced who have outgrown their 
enthusiasm, who have learnt what a real power money is, 
and how ' i absence of it, may forego a 
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higher creed ; may believe without much difficulty that 
utilitarianism is the only basis of morals ; that mind is a 
product of organised matter ; that our wisest course is to 
make ourselves comfortable in this world, whatever may 
become of the next. Others of nobler nature who would 
care little for their comforts may come at last, after long 
reflection on this world, to the sad conclusion that nothing 
can be known about it ; that the external powers, what- 
ever they may be, are indifferent to human action or human 
welfare. 

K.dr6av 6fiS)f o r defyyos dv^p o re itoKka rofjyoiSy 
€V 0€ iTf Tifirj rj fi€P KaKos rj€ Kai ecrcfAov.' 

To such an opinion some men, and those not the worst, 
may be driven after weary observation of life. But young 
men will never believe it ; or, if they do, they have been 
young only in name. Young men have a conscience, in 
which they recognise the voice of God in their heai'ts. 
They have hope. They have love and admiration for gen- 
erous and noble actions, which tell them that there is more 
in this world than material things which they can see and 
handle. They have an intellect, and they cannot conceive 
that it was given to them by a force which had none of its 
own. Amidst the controversies, the arguments, the doubts, 
the crowding uncertainties of forty years ago, Carlyle's 
voice was to the young generation of Englishmen like the 
sound of ' ten thousand trumpets ' in their ears, as the 
Knight of Grange said of John Knox. They had been 
taught to believe in a living God. Alas I it had seemed 
as if the life might be other moods and tenses, but not in 
the present indicative. They heard of what He had done 
in the past, of what He would do in the future, of what it 
was wished that He might do, of what we were to pray to 

* ' There is no remembrance of the wise more than of the fooL .... 
Hove dleth the wise man? as the fooL* — Ecclesiastes, il 16. 
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Him that He would do. Carlyle was the first to make us 
see His active and actual pi'esence now in tliis working 
world, not in rhetoric and fine sentiments, not in problem- 
atic miracles at Lonrdes or La Salette, but in clear letters 
of fire which all might read, written over the entire surface 
of human experience. To him God's existence was not an 
arguable probability, a fact dependent for its certainty on 
Church authority, or on Apostolic succession, or on so- 
called histories which might possibly prove to be no more 
than legends ; but an awful reality to which the fates of 
nations, the fate of each individual man, bore perpetual 
witness. Heie and only here lay the sanction and the 
meaning of the word duty. We were to do our work, not 
because it would prove expedient and we should be re- 
warded for doing it, but because we were bound to do it 
by our Master's orders. We were to be just and true, be- 
cause God abhorred wrong and hated lies ; and because an 
account of our deeds and words was literally demanded 
and exacted fiom us. And the lesson came from one who 
seemed ' to speak with authority and not as the Scribes,' 
as if what he said was absolute certainty beyond question 
or cavil. 

Religious teachers, indeed, had said the same thing, but 
they had so stifled the practical bearing of their creed under 
their doctrines and traditions, that honest men had found a 
difficulty in listening to them. In Carlyle's writings dogma 
and tradition had melted like a mist, and the awful central 
fact burnt clear once more in the midst of Heaven. Nor 
could anyone doubt Carlyle's power, or Carlyle's sincerity. 
He was no founder of a sect bent on glorifying his own 
personality. He was no spiritual janissary maintaining a 
cause which he was paid to defend. He was simply a 
man of high original genius and boundless acquirements, 
speaking out with his whole heart the convictions at which 
y ' Himself arrived in the disinterested search after 
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truth. If we asked who he was, we heard that his char- 
acter was like his teaching ; that he was a peasant's son, 
brought up in poverty, and was now leading a pure, simple 
life in a small house in London, seeking no promotion for 
himself, and content with the wages of an artisan. 

I am speaking chiefly of the effect of Carlyle in the 
circles in which I was myself moving. To othei's he was 
reconmiended by liis bold attitude on the traditionary 
formulas, the defenders of which, though they could no 
longer use stake or gibbet, yet could still ruin their an- 
tagonists' fortunes and command them to submit or starve. 
Mere negations, whether of Voltaire or Hume or David 
Strauss, or whoever it might be, he valued little. To him 
it was a small thing comparatively to know that this or 
that theory of things was false. The important matter 
was not to know what was untrue, but what was true. 
He never put lance in rest simply for unorthodoxy. False 
as the priestly mummeries at Bruges might be, he could 
not wish them away to make room for materialism which 
was falser than they. Yet he had not concealed that he 
had small faith in bishops, small faith in verbal inspira- 
tions, or articles of religion, small concern for the bap- 
tismal or other controversies then convulsing the Church 
of England ; and such side cuts and slashes were welcome 
to the Theological Liberals, who found him so far on their 
side. 

The Eadicals again might resent his want of reverence 
for liberty, for political economy, and such like ; but he 
could denounce corn-laws and game-preserving aristocrats 
with a scorn which the most eloquent of them might envy. 
In the practical objects at which he was aiming, he was 
more Radical than they were. They feared him, but they 
found him useful. 

There were others, again, who were attracted by the 
quality which Jeffi-ey so much deprecated. That he was 



252 Carlylia Life vn London. 

so ^ dreadfully in earnest,' that he could not sit down 
quietly and enjoy himself ' without a theory of the uni- 
verse in which he could beKeve,' was not an offence, but a 
recommendation. Some people cannot help being in earn- 
est, cannot help requiring a real belief, if life is not to be- 
come intolerable to them. Add to this the novelty of 
Carlyle's mode of speech, his singularly original humour 
and imageiy ; add also the impressiveness of his personal 
presence, as reported by those who had been privileged to 
see him, and we have an explanation of the universal 
curiosity which began to be felt about the Prophet of 
Cheyne Row, and the fascination which he exercised over 
a certain class of minds in days of the Melbourne ministry 
and the agitation over the ' Tracts for the Times.' 

1, for one (if I may so far speak of myself), was saved 
by Carlyle's writings from Positivism, or Romanism, or 
Atheism, or any other of the creeds or no Creeds which 
in those years were whirling us about in Oxford, like 
leaves in an autuum storm. The controversies of the 
place had unsettled the faith which we had inherited. 
The alternatives were being thrust upon us of believing 
nothing, or believing everything which superstition, dis- 
guised as Church authority, had been pleased to impose; 
or, as a third course, and a worse one, of acquiescing, for 
worldly convenience, in the established order of things, 
which had been made intellectually incredible. Carlyle 
taught me a creed which I could then accept as really true ; 
which I have held ever since, witli increasing confidence, 
as the interpretation of my existence and the guide of my 
conduct, so far as I have been able to act up to it. Then 
and always I looked, and have looked, to him as my mas- 
ter. In a long personal intimacy of over thirty years, I 
learnt to reverence the man as profoundly as I honoured 
the teacher. . . . But of this I need say no more, and 
now go on with the story. 
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John Carlyle was in Cheyne Row when ' Past and Pres- 
ent ' came out, and was a stay and comfort to his brother 
in the lassitude which always followed the publication of a 
book. He had left the Duke of Buccleugh. Lady Clare 
had wished him to go back with her to Italy, but for this 
he had no inclination. An opening had presented itself 
in London. Lord Jeffrey had recommended him to Lady 
Holland as physician in attendance, and that distinguished 
lady had been favourably inclined ; but Carlyle, when 
John consulted him, considered 'that she was a wretched, 
unreasonable, tyrannous old creature,' of whom it would 
be wise for John to steer clear. As a guest at Chelsea he 
was welcome always, both to his brother and his sister-in- 
law : good-humoured, genial, always a sunny presence in 
a house where sunshine was needed. The book sold fast. 
On April 28, 1843, Carlyle wrote to his brother James, at 
Scotsbrig : — 

People seem to get themselves c:.nsiderably struck by it, and 
* look two ways for Sunday,' which is a very proper result for them ; 
but, indeed, I for one care but little what becomes of them with 
it. That is their outlook now, not mine. 

In May John left for Scotland, leaving regrets behind 
him. 

I was veiy sad about your going (Carlyle said) ; I was weak and 
in bad spirits at any rate. As I saw you roll off, it was an emblem 
to me of all the partings, bodily and others, men have in this 
world, summed up at last by the grand parting which awaits us all 
— which, if it be God's will, may perhaps prove but a meeting und^r 
happier omens. 

The reviewers were all at work on ' Past and Present,' 

' wondering, admiring, blaming — chiefly the last' 

Glitter, clatter (he said of it in his Journal) ?iat nichis zu bedeuten 
— except, indeed, a few pages from Emerson in his *Dial,' which 
really contain a eulogy of a magnificent sort. A word from F. 
Maurice in defence of me from some Church of England reviewer 
is also gratifying. One knows not whether even such things are a 
benefit — are not a new peril and bewilderment. I believe it must 
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have gone into the heai*t of one and the other in these times. It 
has been to me a considerable relief to see it fairly out of me ; and 
I look at the disastrous condition of England with much more pa- 
tience for the present, my conscience no longer reproaching me 
with any duty that I could do, and was neglecting to do. That 
book always stood between me and Cromwell, and now that has 
fledged itself and flown off. 

' Cromwell,' however, was still not immediately executa- 
ble. Tired as he was with the efforts of the winter, he 
was less than ever able to face the London season, espe- 
cially as increasing popularity increased people's eagerness 
to see him. An admirer — a Mr. Redwood, a solicitor — 
living at Dandough, a few miles from Cardiff, liad long 
humbly desired that Carlyle would pay him a visit. An 
invitation coming at the same time from Bishop Thirlwall, 
at St. David's, which could be fitted in with the other, he 
decided to lay his work by for the present, and make ac- 
quaintance with new friends and a new part of the coun- 
try. Mr. Redwood, who had no literary pretensions, en- 
gaged that he should not be made a show of, promised 
perfect quiet, sea-bathing, a horse if he wished to ride, 
and the absence of all society, except of himself and 
his old mother. These temptations were sufficient. On 
July 3 he left London by train from Paddington to Bris- 
tol. A day or two were to be given to acquaintances at 
Clifton, and thence he was to proceed by a Cardiff steamer. 
All was strange to him. He had never before been in the 
South or West of England ; and his impressions, coming 
fresh, formed themselves into pictures, which he threw 
down in his letters to his wife. Here is Bath, as seen 
from the window of the railway carriage — rapidly ob- 
served, yet with what curious minuteness : — 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle. 

CUfton : July 4, 1848. 
Bftth ^ 'te stone in trim streets, enclosed amid gnarled, 

' *' hills, looked altogether princely 
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after those poor brick towns, like an ancient decayed prince — for 
it was smoke-soiled, dingy, and lonely looking — yet in the chim- 
ney-pots and gables of a certain polite fantasticality, and all ranked 
in straight, short streets, which ran in every direction on every 
variety of level, as if they had been all mai'ching and drilling in 
that hollow, rough place, each in the road that suited him best. 
There was something in all this that reminded one of Beau Nash 
and Smollett's Lady of Quality. My Cockney tourist lady (com- 
panion in comi^artment) pronounced it to be a city built of stone, 
and of considerable extent — facts both. 

Tlie house in Cliejne Row was cleaned and painted 
during his absence, his wife superintending. On such oc- 
casions he was himself better out of the way. Her letters 
may be referred to occasionally by the side of Carlyle's 
reports of his own doings to her.' 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, 

Clifton : July 6, 1843. 

My Baim, — I have been at Chepstow in all kinds of weather-— 
in rain, in glowing heat, and then home through the heart of thun- 
derstorms. I am totally wearied, and have just got up to my 
sleeping-place, which seems tolerably quiet. I must not spend 
above a minute or two in writing. Take my kind good-night, 
therefore, dear Goody, and thanks for the punctual, most wel- 
come dispatch which I found lying on my table on returning to- 
day. You are very good — write always ; except by your letters, I 
am at present disunited from all the earth. 

Later : — 

Chepstow is beautiful. The rocks of the Avon at Clifton, on the 
road thither by steam, excel all things I have seen. Even I, the 
most determined anti-view hunter, find them worthy of a word. 
I have passed the day, perhaps not ill, though in laborious idle- 
ness. Who knows ? Yesternight we had a soiree at Mr. Hare's ; 
one or two intelligent persons — ^Dr. Symons, a hectic clergyman ; 
a Mr. Fripps (I think), very deep in business ; all decided Car* 
lylians. Ach Gott ! There was also a tremendous artist, fiddler, 
and piano-player ; and certain pretty young women sate speech- 
less. I will to sleep, I will to sleep ! The scoundrel umbrella 

> Letters and Memorials^ vol i, p. 145, &c. 
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vendor ! ^ He is the first below Darwin's entry, on the same sidei 
Send the Stimabile ' in his brongham to thtmder eight-ninths of the 
wretched tailor-life out of him. Adien, and a thousand good* 
nights. Ever your affectionate 

T. CablyiiB. 

Llandonghf Cowbridge : Thursday, July 7, 1843. 
Dearest, — ^Yonr precious little billet came to me at breakfast. 
I got down in good time to my Cardiff steamer ; a brisk breezy 
moraing, promising well ; and again, after endless ringing of bells 
and loading of hampers and bullying and jumbling, we got off 
down the muddy Avon once more. I passed a most silent day — 
remembrances of all kinds — and these my only occupation. On 
the Somersetshire shore we passed a bathing establishment — ^hap- 
less mothers of families sitting on folding-stools by the beach of 
muddy tide streams. It is a solitary sea, the Severn one. We 
passed near only one ship, and in that there lay a cabin-boy sound 
asleep amidst ropes, and a black-visaged sailor had raised his shock 
head, only half awake, through the hatches to see what we were. 
They lay there waiting for a wind. I smoked two cigars and a 
half, I hummed all manner of tunes — sang even portions of 
Psalms in a humming tone for my own behoof, reclining on my 
elbow ; and so the day wore on, and at three o'clock we got into 
Cardiff dock, and I, sharp on the outlook, descried the good Red- 
wood waiting there. He had a tub-gig — a most indescribable, thin- 
bodied, semi-articulate, but altogether helpful kind of a factotum 
manservant, who stepped on board for my luggage ; and so, in 
few minutes after, giving a glance at Cardiff Castle and buying a 
few cigars, we got eagerly to the road, and not long after five had 
done our twelve miles aud were safe home. It was the beauti- 
fuUest day ; a green, pleasant country, full of shrubby knolls and 
white thatched cottages ; altogether a very reasonable drive. Un- 
expectedly, in a totally solitaiy spot, I was bidden dismount ; and 
looking to the right, saw close by the Redwood mansion — a houso 
about the capacity of Craigenputtock, though in Welsh style, all 
thin shaven, covered with roses, hedged off from the parish road 
by invisible fences and a patch of very pretty lawn. The old lady, 
an innocent native old Quakeress, received me with much simplic- 
ity, asked for you, &c. Our dinner, which she had carefully 

' Carlyle h»^ ' umbrella for his wife, which was to have been sent 

*>noHa28, vol. i, p. 84. 
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cooked and kept hot for an hour and a half, consisted of — veal. * 
Nay, I heard of a veal pie for future use. I suppose they have 
killed a fatted calf for me, knowing my tastes ! There was good 
ham and a dish of good boiled peas, and a pudding. I did very 
well, and we have been to walk since ; and the place, on the whole, 
is the loneliest and the most silent in all the earth, and I think I 
shall learn to do very well. Adieu, adieu ! Sleep well and dream 
of me. T. C. 

Friday morning, 7.30 a. M. 

Being on my feet again too early, I will add a word till there be 
some likeness of breakfast, or, at lowest, of shaving. All is still 
here as in a hermitage of La Trappe. But one dirty little yelp of 
a dog was sufficient to awaken me a while ago. A messin is as good 
as a lion ! 

My Bishop is some sixty miles inland. I know not whether ] 
shall get to him, nor, indeed, what my capabilities yet are. Oh 
dear! I wish I was near thee, with thy hot coffee-pot, at this 
moment ; but I would not stay there when I was so. I will end, 
and go shave at present. Has that accursed chimsera of a Cockney 
not sent the umbrella yet ? I could see him trailed thrice through 
the Thames for his scoundrel conduct. No man knows what break* 
ing his word will do for the general injury. Adieu — a thousand 
blessings ! T. C. 

Almost a fortnight was given to Llandough. His friends 
were all kindness and attention, and their efforts were 
gratefully appreciated ; but the truth must be told — Car- 
lyle required more than simple, quiet people had to give 
him. He was bored. He reproached himself, but he could 
not help it. Mr. Eedwood was engaged all day in his 
office at Cowbridge. His guest was left mainly to him- 
self — to ride about the neighbourhood, to bathe, to lie 
under the trees on the lawn and smoke, precisely what he 
had fancied that he had desired. ' All was totally somno- 
lent, not ill fitted for a man that had come out of London 
to see if he could sleep.' He amused himself tolerably 
with his wife's letters and with Tieck's ' Vittoria Acco- 
rombona,' which she had provided him with, and had 

1 Carlyle could not digest veaL 
Vol. ra.— 17 
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begged him to read. He could not approve, however, of 
this singular book : ' a dreadful piece of work on Tieck's 
part,' he called it. But occasionally his poor host, to show 
his respect, absented himself from his own work to do the 
honours of the country, and Carlyle required all his self- 
command not to be uncivil. 

I have been at St. Donates (he writes, Jiily 12). I have just got 
home through rain and precipitous, rough roads, at a gallop which 
has jumbled me all to pieces. Devil take all ' days ' of that sort I 
I had just got your letter when I went away. I went happy, I re- 
turn mee-serable — fly uj) into my sooty * study,' to be at least alone 
for a while. How happy I was over * Quarterly Review,' peace, 
silence, and my Goody's letter ! 

Yesterday, with a rational exertion of ill-nature, I briefly de- 
clined going for an Arcadian i*amble to the coast all day ; or, in- 
deed, going anywhither, indicating that I preferred the green 
grass, sunshine, and solitude among the trees and winds. The 
good B. in an instant cheerfully surrendered, cheerfully went off 
to his attorney's oflice, and left me totally alone till dinner. I have 
not for long had so peaceable a day. The old black cobweb coat 
was warm enough for the temperature. I lay upon the grass on the 
brae-side, under shadow if I liked ; smoked my pipe and looked ont 
upon the waving woods, and felt their great deep melancholy 
sough a real blessing to me. 

' Accorombona' is far the pleasantest thing I have yet fallen in 
with since I left you ; a very gorgeous composition, but too showy 
in diamonds — Bristol diamonds— tinsel, and the precious metals 
for my taste. One flnds it to be untrue, almost as an opera ; yet 
much is true, genial, warm, and very grand. Vittoria herself is 
about the best of all opera heroines — a right divine stage goddess. 
Bracciano, too, is clearly her mate, as you say ; yet I could not 
but abhor that murder he did of the poor, frivolous, trembling 
creature — it is detestable ! The sublime Song of Solomon passages 
did also somewhat transcend me. In fact, it is a grand thing ; but 
Bristol diamond, not a little of it. A thousand thanks to Tieck 
and the Coadjutor for such a gift in these latitudes. Alas I this 
morning I am reduced to * Lyell's Geology,* a twaddling, ciroum- 
fused, ill-writing man. I seem to hear his uninspired voice all 
along, and see the clear leaden twinkle of his small bead eyea^ 
^er, I will persist a Uttle. 
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July 13. 

This day has been as close, dim, and sultry as a day need be : 
thunder rumbling on all sides of the horizon ever since morning. 
I have read several articles in the * Quarterly Review,' kept aloof 
from Lyell hitherto, declined to ride, walked out a little way — in 

short, sauntered in the idlest manner I have written 

to Thirlwall that I leave this on Monday. A coach goes through 
Cowbridge about noon. Some sixty miles, I believe it is, to Car- 
marthen. How long I may stay with Thirlwall is not perfectly 
clear. Two days was the time I talked of, but, if all prospered 
exceedingly, it might extend to three. I shall get no rest in any 
of these places, and it may as well be in a plenum as in a vacuum 
. . . . In Llandough, close at hand here, over the knoll top, 
I saw certain of the population in the street as I passed along : 
little flabby figures, brown as a berry ; fat, squat, wide flowing ; 
their clothes, of almost no colour (such is the prevalence of time 
and poverty), hung round them as if * thrown on with a pitchfork ' 
— very noteworthy little fellows (of both sexes) indeed. They 
saluted kindly as I passed. An old Squire something lives in 
Llandough Castle close at hand, a little behind the village. Poor 
fellow ! the grave of his old wife is the newest in Llandough 
Church-yard, and he sits solitary, R. says, and * scolds his servants, 
being a proud man.' 

The 14tli of July was Mrs. Carlyle's birthday. He 
never forgot it after her mother died, and always provided 
some pretty present for her. He enclosed in this letter an 
ornament of some kind, to be ready for the day, which, 
' as the umbrella went aback,' he required her * to accept 
with all resignation.' 

July 15. 

Yesterday passed as the brightest, beautifullest day in the whole 
year might do in these circumstances. I had an excellent four 
hours till two o'clock, then an excellent solitary gallop to the soli- 
tary seashore, a dip in the eternal element there, and gallop back 
again. The world was all bright as a jewel set in polished silver 
and sunshine, the sky so purified by the past day's thunder. The 
little hamlet of Aberddaw, a poor grey dachan, crouched under the 
shelter of a kind of knoll, the half of which was eaten sheer off by 
the sea. * Poor Aberddaw ! ' I said to myself, * thou sittest there, 
ill enough bested->God help thee ! ' The bits of Welsh women^ 
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with their cuddies, lugging small merchandise about, a very flcmbb^ 
kind of figures, seemed highly praiseworthy — humanly pitiable to 
me. The wood is so beautiful when you see it from the knoll-tops 
— soft, green, yet shaggy and bushy — and sunshine kisses aU 
things ; and the upper moors themselves — dull, blunt, hilly regions 
—look sapphire in the distance. At my return to dinner Bedwood 
produced, instead of port, a bottle of excellent claret, and said we 
must drink Mra. Carlyle*s health, as it was her birthday I This 
fact he had gathered from seeing me purchase the bit of riband 
for a band for the said Mrs. C. Well, the feat accordingly was 
done ; and even the ancient Quaker mother had her glass filled, 
and wished * many happy years to Jane Carlyle,' for which I duly 
returned thanks. The day had no other public event in it. R. 
made me sit with him till wefinisJied the bottle, and the affair did 
me no harm at all, rather good. 

My malison on this glazed paper, on this detestable leather pen ! 
The world gets even madder with its choppings and changings and 
never-ending innovations, not for the better. My collars, too, 
are all on a new principle. Oh for one hour of Dr. Francia I But 
here comes our great, stalking maid, an immensely tall woman : 
*The *oss is out, sir.' I must instantly be off. Adieu, with my 
heart's blessing ! T. Cablyub. 

In relation to this last paragraph, it is my duty to say 
that Carlyle would have invoked Dr. Francia on a wrong 
occasion ; for the glazed paper in question is now, after 
forty years, in perfect condition, not needing any Tnalison/ 
and the leathe?* pen must have been good, too ; for the 
handwriting — even for Carlyle, who at this time wrote 
most beautifully — is exceptionally excellent. 

Llandongh: July 16. 
Tet a few last words before quitting this place. I have had, as 
usual, a divine forenoon, lying under shady trees in the most ex- 
quisite summer atmosphere ; and then a most Idbmnous afternoon 
— bathing, galloping, dining, talking, till now, when I ought to 
proceed to pack and arrange, if I did not prefer scribbling to 
Goody still a word or two. . . . To-morrow at noon I shall 
have to be on the roof of the mail at Cowbridge : a day of hot 
travel. I shall certainly not again be lodged so quietly anywhere. 
There will be rapid spiritual conversation in the Bishop% and no 
green tree with book and tobacco to lodge under. 
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One must take the good and the stII. I find thia Bedwood a 
really excellent man; honest, true to the heart, I ahonld think, 
with a prond and pore chfttactor hidden under his simplicity and 
timidity. He has been entirely hospitable to me, ia eony that I 
should go, apeculatea on my coming back, &c., as a prosimato 
event. The old mother, too, is very venerable to me. Poor old 
woman 1 with her ' Yearly Monitor,' with her snet dumplings, and 
ail her innoceat household gods. 

Occasional spurts of complaint over dnlness lie Bcat- 
tei'ed in these Llandougli letters ; but Carlyle knew good 
people when lie saw tiiem. The Redwoods had left him 
to himself with uoobtnisive kindliness. The/ had not 
shown him ofE to their acquaintances. Tliey had thonf^Jit 
only what they could do for the comfort of an honoured 
guest — a mode of treatment vci-y different from what ho 
had sometimes experienced. ' They are a terrible set of 
fellows,' he said, ' those open-raouthed wondering gawpies, 
who lodge you for the sake of looking at yoti : that is 
horrible.' It was not, however, with alarm on this score 
that he entered on liia next visiting adventure. He would 
have preferred certainly that such a man as Tbirlwall 
should not have stooped to be made a bishop of, but he 
claimed no right to judge a man who was evidently of 
superior quality. How far he actually knew Thirlwall's 
opinions abont religion I caimot say. At all events, he 
thought he knew them. Thirlwall had sought Carlyle's 
acquaintance, and had voluntarily conversed with him on 
serious subjects. Carlyle was looking forward now with 
curiosity to see how a man who, as ho believed, thought 
much as he did himself, was wearing his anomalous dig- 
nities. The reader will, perhaps, be cnrious also. 
To Jane Welsh Carh/le. 

AtKr^wili, Canuutheii : Jnty IB, 164S. 

I have been in many ' new positiona,' but this of finding my- 
self in a bishop's palace, so called, and close by the chapel fonnded 
by old scarecrow Laud of famous memoiy, is one of the newest. 
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Expect no connected account of the thing, nor of anything what- 
ever to-day. I have not yet learnt the airis of the place in the 
least, and it is a morning of pouring rain, and in an hour (at noon) 
the brave Bishop, be the weather what it may, decides on riding 
with me ' four hours and a half * through the wildest scenery of 
the country, that U may not suffer through the tempestuous nature 
of the elements. The post will be gone before I return : take one 
word, therefore, to assure thee that I am alive, comparatively 
speaking tre//, and that I think of thee here— here very especially, 
where iJl is so foreign to me. Heavens ! do but think : I was 
awoke before seven o'clock, after a short sleep, by a lackey coming 
in in haste to indicate that I must come and say my prayers in 
Laud's Oh&pel of St. John. I did go, accordingly, and looked at 
it and at myself with wonder and amazement. 

Yesterday, at noon, I got handsomely away from Llandough. 
The good old dame desired me : ' Thou please to give my regards 
to Mrs. Carlyle.' I was taken in the ' tub * to Cowbridge, and then 
the mail came up, full all but one inside seat. I had to take that 
seat, such as it was, the mther as it turned out there was to be a 
vacancy on the roof in some seventeen miles further. It was very 
hot and disagreeable inside ; a huge grazier fast asleep, a detest, 
able -looking parson with yellow skin and jet-black tattery wig, 
and an old bnrgher of the town of Neath, very talkative, very 
innocent. To this latter I chiefly attached myself. Neath at last 
came, the end of the seventeen miles, and I got out and had a 
cigar, and saw undeniably clear around me the face of heaven and 
earth — an earth very tolei'able, sandstone coal country, green sharp 
hills with wood enough, green fields ill ploughed and cultivated, 
houses plastered with whitewash, ridiculous Welsh bodies, all the 
women of them now with men's hats, a great proportion of them 
looking very hungry and ragged. Swansea, enveloped in thick 
poisonous copper fumes, and stretching out in winged desolation 
(for the copper forges are of the last degree of squalor ; low huts, 
with forests of chimneys, and great mountains of red dross, which 
never changes into soil), is a very strange and very ugly place. 
We dined there, and then bowled along into the hills of the in- 
terior — no gi'eat shakes of hills ; but as the road goes over the top 
of them all, it makes them somewhat impressive. About seven in 
the evening we plunged down by a steep winding way into the 
• Valley of the Towy,' a dim enough looking valley ; for there was 
a windy Scotch mist by that time, with a river of some breadth and 
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of mnddj colour mmiiiig through it ; and a little farther np, a 
strange bleared mountain city, hanging in a disconsolate manner 
on the farther bank and steep declivity. Carmarthen at last ! No 
bishop* s carriage was waiting for me — ah, no 1 I hired a gig and 
flunkey, for which, to this distance of two mileSy I paid five shil- 
lings, and one and sixpence (to driver) — six shillings and sixpence 
in all. There is a way of doing business I 

Abergwili is a village of pitiful dimensions, all daubed as usual 
with whitewash and yellow ochre. It is built, however, like a 
common village, on both sides of the public road. At the farther 
end of it, you come to solemn, large, closed gates of wood ; on 
your shout they open, and you enter upon a considerable glebe- 
land />/easam;e, with the usual trees, turf walks, peacocks, &c., and 
see at fifty yards distance a long, irregular, perhaps cross-shaped, 
edifice, the porch of it surmounted by a stone mitre. Ach Grott ! 

I was warmly welcomed, though my Bishop did seem a little 
uneasy too ; but how could he help it ? I got with much pomp 
an extremely bad and late dish of tea, then plenty of good talk till 
midnight, and a room at the farther wing of the house, still as the 
heart of wildernesses, where, after some smoking, &c., I did at last 
sink into sleep, till awakened as aforesaid. 

We have had an excellent cup of tea to breakfast, and I feel 
ready for a bit of the world's fortune once more. My Bishop, I 
can discern, is a right solid honest-hearted man, full of knowledge 
and sense, excessively delicate withal, and, in spite of his positive 
temper, almost timid. No wonder he is a little embarrassed 
with me, till he feel gradually that I have not come here to 
eat him, or make scenes in his still house ! But we are getting, 
or as good as got, out of that, and shall for a brief time do admir- 
ably well. Here is medicine for the soul, if the body fare worse 
for such sumptuosities, precisely the converse of Llandough. It 
is wholly an element of rigid, decently elegant forms that we live 
in. Very wholesome for the like of me to dip for a day or two 
into that, is it not ? For the rest, I have got two other novels of 
Tieck, of which the admiring Bishop possesses a whole stock. 

Oh, I do hope thou wilt write to me this day ! I feel as if a 
little friendly speech, even about * Time and Space,' with my poor 
Goody, would be highly consolatory to me. To-night I shall sleep 
better. To-morrow I shall be more at home ; and the next day — 
there is nothing yet settled about the next day. 

Coaches, it seems, and some kind of straggling chances and pos* 
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sibilities of conveyance, do exist till one gets within wind of Ldv- 
erpool. I think of peraisting by this route. The mountains lie 
all upon it which one is bound to * see.' Oh, my dear I how much 
richer am I than many a man with 3,000/. a year, if I but knew it ! 
What is the worth of Goody herself, thinkest thou ? God bless 
thee I T. CablyiiB. 

Abergwili : July 19. 

I am very conscientious in writing to you. Here, for example, 
I have missed viewing the city of Carmarthen for your sake, hav- 
iiigj by candid computation when I got hither to my own room, 
found that I could not write to you if I went. What a favour ! 
you will say. Yes, you gipsy, and a favom* to myself too. Your 
letter of last night was a real consolation to me. I have lost my 
liberty : I have lost my sleep : I am in a baddish way here ; but it 
will soon be done. From vacuum I have got ioAo plenum with a 
vengeance. What with chapel-duty, riding to see views, talking 
with the brave Bishop, late dining, limited tobacco, and flunkeys 
awaking you at seven in the morning (the very terror of whom 
awakens you at six), it is a business one needs to be trained to. and 
that is not worth while at present. 

We sallied out yesterday in the midst of thick rain on two 
horses. Mine was the highest I ever rode, bigger fully than Dar- 
win's cabhorse. We rode for four mortal hours, no trotting per- 
mitted, except when I, contraiy to all politeness, burst off into a 
voluntariOy and then had soon to lie to for my host, who rides some- 
what ecclesiastically. What was worse, too, my high horse was in 
the fiercest humour for riding, and I longed immensely to take the 
temper out of him. But, no ; we plodded away, and saw a circle 
of views — ^views very good. Valleys, scrubby or woody hills, old 
churches, and ragged Welsh characters in torn hats — all very good. 
But, though the rain abated and finally subsided into mud and 
soapy dimness, I was glad enough to get home. To-day, again, 
while the weather is bright, we are to renew the operation at three 
o'clock. Well, and yet I am very glad I oame in by this establish- 
ment, even at the expense of sleep. Nothing similar had ever 
before fallen in my way, and it was worth seeing once. Do but 
think of a wretched scarecrow face of Laud looking down on us in 
Laud's own house, that once was, as we sit at meat. And there is 
much good in all that, I see. A perfection of form which is not 
without its value. With the Bishop himself, I, keeping a strict 
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guard on my mode of utterance, not mode of thinking, get on ex- 
tremely well. I find him a right solid, simple-hearted, robust 
man, very HtvB,nge\j swathed ; on the whole, right good company. 
And so we fare along in all manner of discourse, and even laugh a 
good deal together. Could I but sleep ! — but, then, I never can. 
I had, according to the original programme, decided to be off to- 
morrow morning, but the worthy host insists with such an earnest- 
ness that I, by way of handsome finish, shall be obliged to put off 
till Friday morning, and see two other sleeps still before me. 
Then, however, it is up. I see my route, and am off. 

By the maturest calculation, it seems my far best route will be 
north-eastward, through Brecknockshire and Monmouthshire, to 
Gloucester, Worcester, Birmingham, and Liverpool. A coach 
passes here to Gloucester in one day. The rest of it is railway. 
I am about done with my capacity of visiting for this heat. I 
shall like about as well to take my ease at my inn. Spending the 
night at Gloucester, I shall view the city in the morning ; a 
Cromwellian place that I wanted this long while to see. Then 
Worcester in like manner, till the railway train come that will 
take me to Birmingham and Liverpool. That will be best. 

I am writing too much — I will end now. What a blessed 
rustle among these green trees, on that sunny lawn, with woods 
and fields and hills in the distance I How happy could I be, 
would all the world except one small cook's assistant /all asleep 
and leave me alone with Tieck's * Vogelscheuche ' I We are in an 
excellent building ; long galleries, spacious quiet rooms, all softly 
carpeted, furnished — room enough for the biggest duke. The 
mitre does not exclude soft carpeting, good ckeer^ or any con- 
trivance for comfort to the outer man. X is here ; good- 
humoured, entirely polite, drinks well, eats well, toadies as far as 
permitted, turned of forty, lean and yellow ; has boiled big eyes, 
a neck, head, and nose giving you a notion of a gigantic human 
snipe. Is not that a beauty ? I have had to look into about a 
thousand books. The good Bishop is simple as a child. We are 
alone all but the snipe. To-morrow there is talk of a judge dining 
with us. Hang it ! Perhaps that is one of the reasons why I am 
to be kept here. 

Oh Goody, I send thee a hundred kisses. I have much need to 
be kissed myself by a Goody. Adieu, adieu. 

Ever affectionate 

T. Cabltia 
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Abergwili: Jaly2lX 

We had onr grand dinner last night ; a judge named N , and 

about twenty advocates ; a dreadful explosion of dulness. Cham- 
pagne and ennuif which, however, I took little hand in, being em- 
powered by his reverence to go out and smoke whenever I found 

it dull. N , first fiddle on this occasion, was a man that I had 

seen at the Stanleys', or some such place, playing fourth or fifth 
fiddle. The advocates generally filled me with a kind of shudder. 
To think that had I once had 200/. I should perhaps have been 
that! One of them named Yaughan pleased me not a little. 
They all went off soon, and then I had a long questionable bout of 
prints to front — soimd sleep for a few hours, and a lackey to 
awaken you at half-past six. It is over now, all that lackeyism, 
thank Qod I The Bishop received your compliments (did I tell 
you?) with much modesty and gratitude, mumbled something 
about you being here — ^how happy, &c. He has been most kind to 
me. Poor fellow ! Think of a solid bishop riding post as he had 
to do to-day. It was literally altogether very good. Our talk has 
been extensive, rather interesting occasionally, always worth its 
kind, or nearly so. Peace be with Abergwili, and may it be a while 
before I run across such a mass of form again, requiring such a 
curb-bridle on your liberties to observe them rightly ! For what we 
have received the Lord make us thankful. Adieu, dearest, adieu 
— ^I wish I were with thee. T. C. 

The expression ' strangely swathed ' implies that he had 
found the Bishop not entirely sympathetic ; and perhaps 
he had not remembered sufficiently how beliefs linger 
honestly in the ablest mind, though the mode of thought 
be fatally at variance with them. 

However this may have been, the visit was over, and 
Carlyle went his way. His plan was to go first to Glou- 
cester and Worcester to look at the battle-field ; afterwards 
to go to Scotland, through Liverpool, to see his mother ; 
then to make a tour with his brother John in North 
Wales ; and, finally, before returning to London, to ex- 
amine the ground of Oliver's great fight at Dunbar. He 
was in good spirits, and his accounts of his adventures are 
characteristically amusing. He had spoken of taking his 
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ease in his inn. He tried it first at the Bell Inn at 
Gloucester, which he found to be ' a section of Bedlam.' 

* Sounds of harps and stringed instruments, ruffing of ap- 
plausive barristers over table oratory heard at a distance, 
waiters running about in a distracted state ; hapless bag- 
men either preparing to go off *' by mail," or else swallow- 
ing punch in the hope to escape their wretchedness by 
getting drunk.' ' He had felt hap-hap-happy in the morn- 
ing, and then he was nieeserahle? Spite of all, he went to 
bed ' with noble defiance,' and slept sounder than he ex- 
pected. But ' no gladder sight had he seen on his travels 
than the omnibus in the morning which was to take him 
out of the Bell Inn for all time and all eternity.' ' The 
dirty scrub of a waiter,' he said, ' grumbled about his al- 
lowance, which I reckoned liberal. I added sixpence to 
it, and produced a bow which I was near rewarding with 
a kick. . . . Accursed be the race of flunkeys ! ' The 
boots complained next. ' As they were never to meet 
more through all eternity,' the boots was allowed a second 
sixpence also. The railway train carried him past the 
hills where ' the Gloucester Puritans saw Essex's signal 
fires and notice that help was nigh.' The scene of the 
last battle of the Civil "War was to have a closer inspection. 

* Worcester,' he writes, ' was three miles off the station 
westward.' 

I rode thither, smoking, by the London road, and was set down 
at some Crown Inn, vacant of customers, to a most blessed breaks 
fast of coffee and ham and accompaniments, a considerable ' Chris- 
tian comfoart,^ I set rapidly out to explore the city. From Severn 
Bridge I could see the ground of Oliver's battle. It was a most 
brief sui'vey. A poor labourer whom I consulted * had heard of 
such a thing,* wished to God * we had another Oliver, sir ; times 
is dreadful bad.* I spoke with the poor man awhile ; a shrewd, 
well-conditioned fellow ; left a shilling with him, almost the only 
good deed I did all day. In the railway train I had adventures of 
a small evil kind ; two men to quench who attempted, partly by 
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mistake, to use me ill. They proved qnenchable without difficulty; 
for indeed I myself was in a somewhat snlphorons condition, not 
handy to quarrel with. One of them, my fellow-passenger in the 
railway, took it into his head to smile visibly when I laid off my 
white broadbrim, and suddenly produced out of my pocket my 
grey Glengarry. He seemed of the mercantile head-clerk species, 
and had been tempted to his impropriety by a foolish-looking, 
pampered young lady in tiger-skin mantle whom he seemed to 
have charge of. I looked straight into his smiling face and eyes ; a 
look which I suppose inquired of him, * Miserable ninth part of 
the fraction of a tailor, art thou sure that thou hast a right to laugh 
at me ? * The smile instantly died into another expression of emo- 
tion. When a man is just come out of a section of Bedlam, and has 
still a long confused journey in bad weather in the second-class 
train, that is the time for getting himself treated with the respect 
due to genius. 

At Liverpool Carlyle was warmly welcomed by his 
wife's uncle, in Maryland Street. He found his brother 
John waiting for him there. They arranged to wait where 
they were for a day or two, and then to make their expe- 
dition into North Wales together before the days began 
to shorten. While in Liverpool Carlyle encountered a 
person then much talked of, whose acquaintance Mrs. Car- 
lyle made shortly after in a striking manner in London.* 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, 

Liverpool: Juljdl. 

Passing near some CathoHc chapel, and noticing a great crowd 
in a yard there, with flags, white sticks, and brass bands, we 
stopped our hackney-coachman, stepped forth into the thing, 
and found it to be Father Mathew distributing the temperance 
pledge to the lost sheep of the place, thousands strong, of both 
sexes — a very ragged, lost-looking squadron indeed. Father M. 
is a broad, solid, most excellent-looking man with grey hair, mild 
intelligent eyes, massive, rather aquiline nose and coimtenance. 
The very face of him attracts you. . . . We saw him go through 
a whole act of the business, * do,' as Darwin would say, ' an entire 
batch of teetotallers.' I almost cried to listen to him, and could 
not but lift my broadbrim at the end, when he called for Gk)d's 

* Letters and IfemoriaU, vol i. p. 165. 
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blessing on the vow these poor wretches had taken. ... I 
have seen nothing so religions since I set out on my travels as the 
squalid scene of this day — nay, nothing properly religious at all ; 
though I have been in Laud's chapel and heard daily with damn- 
able iteration of * the means of grace and the hope of glory ' from 
that portentous human snipe. Not a bad fellow either, poor devil I 
But we are in a dreadful mess as to all that ; and even a strong 
Bishop Tliirlwall constitutes himself a Macready of Episcopacy as 
the best he can do, and does it uncommonly well ; and is * a strong- 
minded man, sir,* and a right worthy man in his unfortunate kind. 
. . . God bless thee, and so ends 

Thy unfortunate T. C. 

The North Wales tour was brief. The brothers went 
in a steamer from Livei*pool to Bangor, and thence to 
Llanberis, again in a ' tub-gig,' or Welsh car. They trav- 
elled light, for Carlyle took no baggage with him except a 
razor, a shaving-brush, a shirt, and a pocket-comb ; ' tooth- 
brush ' not mentioned, but we may hope forgotten in the 
inventory. They slept at Llanberis, and the next day 
went up Snowdon. The summit was thick in mist. They 
met two other parties there coming up from the other side 
of the mountain ' like ghosts of parties escorted by their 
Charons.' They descended to Beddgelert, and thence drove 
down to Tremadoc, where they were entertained by a Lon- 
don friend, one of the Chorleys, who had a house at that 
place. Carlyle began to feel already that he had had 
enough of it, to tire of his ' tossjngs and tumblings,' and 
to find that he did not ' at the bottom care twopence for 
all the picturesqueness in the world.' One night sufficed 
for Tremadoc. They returned thence straight to Liver- 
pool, and were again in Maryland Street on August 1. 

Mrs. Carlyle had been suffering from heat and her ex- 
ertions in house repairs, and her husband thought it pos- 
sible that he might take a seaside lodging at Formby, at 
the mouth of the Mersey, where they could remain to- 
gether for the rest of the summer. Formby had the ad- 
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vantage of being near Seaforth, where the Panlets lived, 
with whom Mrs. Carlyle had already become intimate. 
Mr. Paulet was a merchant, a sensible, well-informed, good 
kind of man. Mrs. Panlet, young, gifted, and beautifal, 
was one of Carlvle's most enthusiastic admirers. The 
neighbourhood of such friends as these was an atti-action ; 
but the place when examined into was found desolate and 
shelterless. The experiment of lodgings at Kewby had 
not been successful, so Mrs. Carlyle was left to take care 
of herself, which she was well able to do, and her husband 
made off for Scotland bv his usual sea route to Annan. 
Misadventures continued to persecute him on his travels, 
or rather travelling itself was one persistent misadventure, 
for he could never allow for the necessities of things. The 
steamer, to begin with, left Liverpool at three in the morn- 
ing. When he went on board 'it was chaos, cloudy, dim, 
bewildered, like a nasty, damp, clammy dream of confu- 
sion, dirt, impediment, and general nightmare.' In the 
morning there was some amendment. He conld meditate 
on his own condition, and find an idyll in the story of 
another passenger. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, 

Scotsbrig : Augast 5, 1848. 
The voyage, thanks to a bright sunshine all day, was far more 
tolerable than it promised to be. Nay, in spite as it were of very 
fate, I snatched some five hours of sleep at various dates. I on 
the whole fared well enough. My poor native Annan dale never 
looked so impressive to me that I remember : black rain curtains 
all around — but tliere when I saw it a kind of bewept brightness. 
All seemed so small, remote, eternally foreign ; I said to myself, 
* There among these poor knolls thy life joumeyings commenced, 
my man ! there didst thou begin in this ontskirt of creation, and 
thou hast wandered very far since then — ^far as Eternity and 
Hades, so to speak, since then. Nobody was there to receive me. 
I got a kind of gig at Benson's inn and came hither to kind wel- 
come, to dinner, tea, and sleep all in the lump almost. My de- 
termination is to rest here for a space. I feel quite smashed. 
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done up, and pressingly in need to pause and do nothing what- 
ever. I have spread out my things. I sit in the little easternmost 
room sacred from interruption. I will rest now. My poor mother 
is very cheery, but very pale, thin, and has evidently been suffer- 
ing much since I saw her. Jamie goes on in the old cheerfully 
stoical manner in these worst of times. 

I declare I am very sorry for all people. Yesterday was an old, 
dirty, feckless-looking man, in tattered straw hat, sitting in the 
steamer ; notable to me all day. At night a rugged, hearty kind 
of old woman came on deck, who proved to be liis wife. They 
had been in America, where all their children, eleven in number, 
were bom ; * but the auld man, ye see, wadna bide,* though they 
had sent for him ; and so here he was with his old dame come daun- 
dering back again to beggary and the Hawick native soil I Poor 
old devil ! I was heartily sorry for him and the sturdy old wife. 
I honoured her as a true heart of oak, the mainstay of her old man, 
who grinned intelligence as he saw Scotch land again. Their 
goods were in certain duddy pokes, and one painted chest of 
which the woman carried the key. Her sturdy way of undoing 
the padlock had first attracted my attention to her. Is not life a 
* joyous * kind of thing to this old woman ? * I declare Fse quite 
shamed,' she said, ' to gang hame sa dirty ; a*s dirty, and I could 
get nothing washed.' 

Oh Goody, why do I twaddle to thee about all and sundry in 
this manner ? Beally silence would be prefei'able, and the saving 
of a penny stamp. 

He lay still for a month at Scotsbrig doing nothing 
Bave a little miscellaneous reading, and hiding himself 
from human sight. These few letters and fragments will 
serve as a specimen of many written during this period of 
eclipse. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyh. 

Scotsbrig : August 16, 1843. 
I have no appetite for writing, for speaking, or in short doing 

anything but sitting still as a stone, while that is conceded me 

Confound it I Here are two beggarly people from Ecclefechan 
come driving in a gig in probable search for me. May the Devi] 
give them luck of it I I hope Jenny will gulp a lie (door lie) for 
my sake. I will wait perdu and fling down the pen till I seeii 
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No ; Jenny hod not the sense to make a white lie for me, and ] 
!)iad to enter. A x>oor West Indies bilions youth home for his 
health ' extremely desirous to see me * (many thanks to him), ' just 
called with his father.* I have given them whisky and water and 
sent them on their way. There is no rest for the wicked. 

Here it is as hot as Demcrara, windless, with a burning sim. I 
am lazy in addition to all. Lazy as I almost never was. Work, 
2mst or future, not to speak of present, is a weariness to me. I 
sometimes think of Cromwell. Oh heavens ! I shall need to be 
in another mood than now. I must take new measures. This will 
never do. 

The tailor has turned me out two pairs of trousers ; ' has two 
winter waistcoats and much else in progress. I find nothing 
wrong but the Dumfries buttons yet, which I have duly execrated 
and flung aside. Poor hunger-ridden, quack-ridden Dumfries ! 
Wages yesterday at Lockerbie fair *were lower than any man ever 
saw them.* A harvestman coming hither for five weeks is to have 
one sovereign. A weaker individual works through the same 
period for 15s. or 12$. 6c/., according as he proves. The latter is a 
shoemaker's apprentice, who has harvest granted to him, to earn 
his year's apparel. Buin by sliding scales and other conveyances 
slides rapidly on all men. 

Last afternoon I had a beautiful walk on the Dau'land Hills 
moor. A little walking shakes away my sluggishness. The bare 
expanse of silent gi-een upland is round me, far off the world of 
mountains, and the sea all changed to silver. Out of the dusky 
sunset — for vapours had fallen — the windows of Carlisle city 
glanced visibly upon me ; twenty thousand human bipeds whom I 
could cover with my hat. On these occasions, unfortunately, I 
think almost nothing. Vague dreams, delusions, idle reminis- 
cences, and confusions are all that occupy me. I am an unprofit* 
able servant. 

I have taken up with a biography of Ralph Erskine, the first of 
the Seceders, It is absolutely very strange. A long, soft, poke- 
cheeked face, with busy, anxious black eyes, * looking as if he 
could not help it ; * and then such a character and form of human 
existence, conscience living to the fingers-ends of him in a strange, 
venerable, though highly questionable manner ! There have been 
strange men in this world; and indeed every man is strange 

' Carlyle had his clothes made at Ecolefechan, partly for economy, partly 
because he could not believe in the honesty of London work. 
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enoTigli. This Ealph makes me reflect, Whitherward are we now 
boTind ? What has become of all that ? Is man grown into a kind 
of brute that can merely spin and make railways ? * * Mir ware 
lieber doss ich plotzlich stiirbe,* 

Again, a day or two later : — 

The reading of Ralph Erskine has given me strange reflections 
as to the profoundly enveloped state in which all sons of Adam 
live. . . . This poor Ralph, and his formulas casing him all 
round like the shell of a beetle. What a thing it is ! And yet 
what better have the rest of us made of it? Far worse most of us 
in our Benthamisms, Jacobinisms, George Sandisms. Man is a 
bom owl. I consider it good, however, that one do not get into 
the state of a beetle, that one try to keep one's shell open, or at 
least openable. I mean to persist in endeavouring that. 

The lives of all men in all ranks, places, and times have 
their tragedy, their comedy, their romance in them ; and 
are at once poetical, if there is a man of genius at hand to 
observe, especially if he have radical fire in him. Human 
creatures love, hate, have their pride and their passions, 
do wrong and suffer wrong, wherever they are. Here are 
two small pictures from peasant life in Annandale, as 
Carlyle saw it in 1843 : — 

August 21. 
A poor slut of a man, Jamie's next neighbour here, has a farm 
too dear, deficient stock, arrears of rent, with all manner of sorrow- 
ful et cseteras, and hangs of late y^ars continually on the verge of 
min. He is turned of forty — a great, heavy, simple, toilsome lump 
of nut-brown innocency ; has wife and children ; an old mother, 
stone-blind, who * milks all the cows.* His soul's first care is to 
raise 100^. annually for his landlord to buy port wine or whisky 
with. According to the lex terrce as it at present stands, they can 
strip him to the skin any time for past arrears, but prefer to let 
him struggle along, * doing his best.* At this last rent-day he was 
nearly out of his wits, Jamie says. The com he meant to sell was 
not ripe enough for selling ; the bare bent or the inside of a gaol 
his only other outlook. For ten days he rode and ran, * sleeping 
none,' or hardly sleeping. By Jamie's help he did at length get 
the 50/. ready. He paid it duly, got on his horse to come home 
again, had a stroke of apoplexy by the way, arrived home still 
Vol. HL—IS 
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sticking to his horse, but nnable to speak or walk, and has walked 
or spoken none since. What a joyons existence his ! And that old 
stone-blind mother I We are very despicable drivellers to make 
any moan. Oh heavens ! can that be the task of an immortal soul, 

catching apoplexy to provide whisky for of ? Jeme 

suis (lit unjour, cela n'est pas juste. No, it is not, and by Gk>d's help 
shall not be held so. 

Ang^ostdQ. 

I most tell yon another thing I heard which stmck me consid- 
erably. Yon remember a Inmp of an old woman, half haveral,' 
half genius, called Jenny Eraser. The 'Dnke' had decided on 
high that not an inch of ground should be allowed for a 'non- 
intrusion ' church in that region. No church shall there or there- 
abouts be. It is paltry to stop the mouths of men that observe 
any measure in their complainings — very poor, even if a Duke had 
made all the land he refuses to concede a few yards of. Well ; but 
old Jenny Eraser possesses about Boatford a patch of ground in- 
dependent of all persons, just about equal to holding a church and 
its eavesdrops, and says ahc will give it. Hunter of Merton Mill 
and agents are at work. Qo to Jenny, offer her 10/., 20/.; indicate 
possibilities of perhaps more. Jenny is deaf as whinstone, though 
poor nearly as Job. She answers always, * I got it from the Lord, 
and I will give it to the Lord.* And there, it seems, the Free 
Kirk, in spite of Diike and Devil, is to be. I had a month's mind 
to go and give Jenny a sovereign myself ; but I remembered two 
things: first, that she had for some reason or other become a 
stranger to her former benefactress [Mrs. Carlyle herself?], and 
then, secondly, it might have a factious look, bette • to avoid at 
that moment ; we can do it better aftei-wards, and I can hear your 
opinion withal — * Duke versus Jenny Eraser ! ' it is as ridiculous a 
conjecture as has happened lately. These poor people, living 
under thoir Dnke in secret spleen and sham loyalty, are somewhat 
to be pitiod. * The earth's the Lord's and no the Duke's,' as 
Charlie Rae said. 

This little story is worth preserving as part of the 
history of the Free Kirk, independently of Carlyle's com- 
ments. Jenny Fraser was a tnie daughter of the Cove- 
nanters. 

Carlyle's time in the North was rnnning out; he Iiad 

' //iii'f ni/, a h«lf>witt«d person. 
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Btill to see Dunbar battle-field, and he had arranged his 
movements that he should see it on Oliver's own 3rd of 
September, the day of the Dunbar fight, the day of the 
Worcester fight, and the day of his death. One or two 
small duties remained to be discharged first in Dumfries- 
sliire. His wife had asked him to go once more to Thorn- 
hill and Templand to see after her mother's old servants, 
and to visit also the grave in Crawford Churchyard. To 
Crawford he was willing to go ; from Templand he shrank 
as too painful. In leaving it, he thought that he had bid 
adieu to the old scenes for ever. Still this and anything 
he was ready to undertake if it would give her any pleas- 
ure. Most tender, most affectionate, were the terms in 
which he gave his promise to go. He did go. He distrib- 
uted presents among the old people, who in Mrs. Welsh had 
lost their best friend. Finally, he went also to the church- 
yard, seeing Thornhill a second time on the way. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, 

Edinburgh : September 3. 
As the mail was to start from Dumfries at six o'clock without 
pause by the way, I preferred the heavy coach yesterday at nine. 
It took me by Thornhill, &c I had not duly calculated on that ; 
and yet who knows bnt a day of such sad solemnity spent in utter 
silence, though painful exceedingly, was worth enduring. Nobody 
knew me. I sate two minutes in Thornhill Street, unsuspected by 
all men, a kind of ghost among men. The day was windless : the 
earth all still : grey mist rested on the tops of the green hills, the 
vacant brown moors : silence as of eternity rested over the world. 
It was like a journey through the kingdoms of the dead, one Hall 
of Spirits till I got past Crawford. ... I was as a spirit in 
the land of spirits, called land of the living. ... At Crawford 
I was on a sacred spot, one of the two sa^vredest in all the world — 
I was at the grave. I tried at first to gain as much time on the 
coach [as was needed]. This being impossible, the good-natured 
driver oflfered to wait. In my life I have had no more unearthly 
moment. Perhaps it was not right, though doubtless you will 
thank me. At any rate, I could not decide to pass. Oh heavens I 
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and all so silent there, smoothed into the repose of CrodPs eternity ; 
and the hills look on it, and the skies, and I thought how blessed 
all tliat was, beyond the dreary sorrows and agitations of all this. 
Why should I dwell on such a matter? I mean to go and see your 
brave father's grave, too, and I will speak no word about it — ^you 
shall hold it done without my speaking. 

This was written from Edinburgh on September 2. Tlie 
3rd was to be given to Dunbar, and along with Dunbar 
was to be combined the pilgrimage to that last solemn spot 
to which he referred with so fine delicacy. Without stay- 
ing to see any Edinburgh acquaintance except David I^ing, 
he went on direct to Haddington, where he was to be the 
guest of his wife's old and dear friends, the Miss Donald- 
sons of Sunny Bank. The thoughts which he had brought 
from Crawford attended him still as he came among the 
scenes of Mrs. Carlyle's childhood, where he and she had 
first looked in each other's faces. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle. 

Haddington : September 4, 1S43. 
These two days the image of my dear little Jeannie has hovered 
incessantly about me, waking and sleeping, in a sad yet almost 
celestial manner, like the spirit, I might say, of a beautiful dream. 
These were the streets and places where she ran about, a merry, 
eager little faiiy of a child : and it is all gone away from her now, 
and she from it : and of all her possessions, poor I am, as it were, 
all that remains to her. My dearest, while I live, one soul to trust 
ill shall not be wanting. My poor little Jeannie ! How solemn is 
this Hall of the Past, beautiful and mournful ; the miraculous river 
of existence rolling its grand course here, as elsewhere in the most 
prophetic places, now even as of old ; godlike, though dark with 
death. 

Carlyle feeling and writing with such exquisite tender- 
ness, and Carlyle a fortnight later when he was in Cheyne 
Row making a domestic earthquake and driving his wife 
distracted because a piano sounded too loud in the adjoining 
house, are beings so diffei*ent, that it seemed as if his souj 
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was divided, like the Dioscuri, as if one part of it was in 
heaven, and the other in the place opposite to heaven. 
But the misery had its origin in the same sensitiveness of 
nature which was so tremulously alive to soft and delicate 
emotion. Men of genius have acuter feelings than com-- 
mon men ; they are like the wind-harp, which answers to 
the breath that touches it, now low and sweet, now rising 
into wild swell or angry scream, as the strings are swept by 
some passing gust. 

The rest of this letter describes the expedition to Dun- 
bar, and is written at a more ordinaiy pitch. September 
3 was a Sunday. 

No coaches going to Dunbar on that day, I had to resolve on 
doing the thing by walking. Before quitting Edinburgh, I had 
gone to David Laing, and refreshed all my recollections by look- 
ing at his books, one of which he even lent me out hither. Forti- 
fied with all studies and other furthei*ances, I took a stick from 
the lobby here and set forth about half -past nine ; the morning 
grey and windy, wind straight in my back. To Linton the walk 
was delightful ; the rich autumn country and Sabbath soUtude 
altogether solacing to me. At Linton, a shoal, or rather endless 
shoals, of ragged Irish reapers made the highway thenceforth too 
populous for me. Indeed, between Musselburgh and Dunbar they 
have made all thoroughfares a continued Donnybrook, every 
variety of ragged savagery and squalor — the finest peasantry in the 
world. There is not work for a fourth part of them — wages one 
shilling a day. They seemed to subsist on the plunder of turnips 
and beanfields. They did not beg : only asked me now and then 
for * the toime, plaise sur,* seeing I had a watch. It was curious 
to see at Linton the poor remnant of Highland shearers all lying 
decently in rows on the green, while the Irish were hovering they 
knew not whither, without plan, without repose. 

At Dunbar I found the battle-ground much more recognisable 
than any I had yet seen ; indeed, altogether what one would call 
clear. It is at the foot and further eastward along the slope of the 
hill they call the doun that the Scots stood, Cromwell at Brox- 
mouth (Duke of Roxburghe*s place), where he * saw the sun rise 
over the sea,* and quoted a certain Psalm. I had the conviction 
that I stood on the very ground. Having time to spare (for din* 
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ner was at six), I surveyed the old Castle, washed my feet in the 
sea — smoking the while — took an image of Dunbar with xne as I 
could, and then set my face to the wind and the storm, liiSiich had 
by this time risen to a quite tempestuous pitch. No rougher work 
have I had for a long time, boring through it with my broadbrim, 
not pei'pendicular to it ; face parallel to the highway — ^that was the 
only possible method, except sometimes that I set the broadbrim 
on my breast and walked bare-headed ; the only ill effect of which 
is that is has filled my hair with sand till the sea- water wash it 
out again. 

Duties all finished, there remained now to get back to 
Chelsea. The cheapest, and to Carlyle the pleasantest, 
way was by sea. A day could be given to Edinburgh, two 
to the Ferguses at Kirkcaldy. Thence he could go to Mr. 
Erskine and stav at Linlathen till the 15th, when a steamer 
would sail for Dundee. After the sight of the battle- 
fields, tlie 'Cromwell' enterprise seemed no longer impos- 
sible. He was longing to be at home and at work : ' at 
home with Goody and her new house and her old lieart.' 
The boat would be forty -five hours on the way. He would 
be at Chelsea by the 19tli, and ' his long pilginmage be 
ended.' He had seen many things in the course of it, but 
' nothing half as good as his own Goody.' In the most 
amiable mood he called on everyone that he knew in Edin- 
burgh — called on his wife's aunts at Morningside, called on 
Jeffrey at Craigcrook, to whom he was always grateful as 
his first active friend. 

I found him (he says) somewhat in a deteriorated state. The 
little Duke had lamed his shin ; sate lean, disconsolate, irritable, 
talkative, and argumentative as ever, with his foot laid on a stool. 
Poor old fellow I I talked with him chiefly till two o'clock, and 
then they drove me off in their carriage. 

The days with Erskine in his quiet house at Linlathen 
were an enjoyment and amusement. Erskine officiating 
as a country gentleman, as chief commander of a squire's 
mansion, was a novel spectacle, the most gentle of men 
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and yet obliged to put on the air of antliority, and * doing 
it dreadfully ill.' But Carlyle's thoughts were riveted on 
home. He had been irritable and troublesome before he 
went away in the summer. He was returning with the 
sense that in Clieyne Kow only was paradise, where he 
would never be impatient again. 

Oh Goody ! (he exclaimed in his last letter) I wish I was with 
thee again. We will go into a room together, and have a little 
talk about time and space. Thou wilt hardly know me again. I 
am brown as a berry, face and hands ; terribly bilious — sick even, 
yet with a feeling that there is a good stock of new health in me 
had I once leave to subside. Courage I in a few hours more it 
will be done. 



CHAPTER Xn. 

A.D. 1843-4. ^T. 48-49. 

A repaired house— Beginnings of •Cromwell' — Difficulties — The 
Edinburgh students — Offer of a professorship — The old 
mother at Scotsbrig — Lady Harriet Baring — A day at Addia- 
combe — Birthday present — Death of John Sterling. 

Alas for the iufirniitj of mortal resolution ! Between the 
fool and the man of genius there is at least this symptom 
of their common humanity. Carlyle came home with the 
fixed determination to be amiable and good and make his 
wife happy. No one who reads his letters to her can 
doubt of his perfect confidence in her, or of his childlike 
affection for her. Slie was the one person in the world 
besides his mother whose character he completely admired, 
whose judgment he completely respected, whose happiness 
he was most anxious to secure ; but he came home to 
drive her immediately distracted, not by imkindness — ^for 
unkind he could not be — but tlirough inability to endure 
with ordinary patience the smallest inconveniences of life. 
These were times when Carlyle was like a child, and like 
a very naughty one. 

During the three months of his absence the house in 
Cheyne Row had undergone a 'thorough repair.' This 
process, which the dirt of London makes necessary every 
four or five years, is usually undergone in the absence of 
the owners. Mrs. Carlyle, feeble and out of health as she 
was, had remained, to spare her husband expense, through 
the paint and noise, directing everything herself, and r©« 
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storing everything to order and cleanliness at a minimum 
of cost. The walls had been painted or papered, the 
floors washed, the beds taken to pieces and remade, tlie 
injured furniture mended. With her own hands she had 
newly covered chairs and sofas, and stitched carpets and 
curtains ; while for Carlyle himself she had arranged a 
librarj'^ exactly in the form which he had declared before 
that it was essential to his peace that his own working- 
room should have. For three davs he was satisfied, and 
acknowledged ' a certain admiration.' Unfortunately 
when at heart he was really most gratified, his acknowl- 
edgments were limited ; he was shy of showing feeling, 
and even those who knew him best and understood his 
ways were often hurt by his apparent indifference. He 
had admitted that the house had been altered for the bet- 
ter, but on the fourth morning the young lady next door 
began upon her fatal piano, and then the tempest burst 
out which Mrs. Carlyle describes with such pathetic 
humour.* First he insisted that he would have a room 
made for himself on the roof where no sound could enter. 
When shown how much this would cost, he chose to have 
his rooms altered below — partitions made or taken down — 
new fireplaces introduced. Again the house was filled 
with dust and workmen ; saws grating and hammers 
clattering, and poor Carlyle in the midst of it, ' wringing 
his hands and tearing his hair at the sight of the uproar 
which he had raised.' And after all it was not the piano, 
or very little the piano. It is in ourselves that we are 
this or that, and the young lady might have played her 
fingers ofE, and he would never have heard her, had his 
work once been set going, and he absorbed in it. But go 
it would not, except fitfully and unsatisfactorily ; his 
materials were all accumulated ; he had seen all that he 
needed tO see, yet his task still seemed impossible. The 

' Letters and Memorials^ voL i p. 197. 
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tumult in tlie house was appeased : another writing-room 
was arranged ; the unfortunate } oung ladj was brought 
to silence. ^ Past and Present ' was done and out of the 
way. The dinner-hour was changed to the middle of the 
day to improve the biliary condition. No result came. 
He walked about the streets to distract himself. His 
mind wandered to other subjects as one thing or another 
suggested itself. 

Joumcd, 

Chelsea: October 10, 1843. — Began yesterday to dine at 2.80. 
Perhaps it will do me good on the dyspeptic side. Walked from 
three to six yesterday afternoon, saw some of Wilkie's prints in a 
shop- window — * Caid-players,* * Beading a Will,' &c. The pictures 
I had never seen— discovered for the first time what a genius was in 
this Wilkie : a great broad energy of hnmonr and sympathy ; a 
real painter in his way, alone among us since Hogarth's time — re- 
flected with sorrow that the man was dead, that I had seen him 
with indi£ference, without recognition, while he lived. Poor 
Wilkie ! A very stunted, timidly proud, uninviting, unproductive- 
looking man. I spoke with him a little in his own house while he 
was painting Sir David Baird and Seringapatam. The picture 
seemed to me a hollow cloud, as our other pictures are. The man 
himself was cold, shy, taciturn. I saw Wilkie and did not know 
him. One should have his eyes opener. The Life of Wilkie by 
poor Allan Cunningham, the most chaotic compilation in the 
world, revealed to me the small but genuine spirit of a mian strug- 
gling confusedly amid the boundless element of twaddle, dilettan- 
tism, shopkeeperism, and other impurity and inanity, of which our 
e^rth, and most of all the painter's earth, is at present full He 
rebukes me by several of his qualities — by his patience, his sub- 
missive, unwearied endeavour in such element as he finds — a truly 
well-doing man. His * Card-players ' struck me more than any of 
his engravings I chanced to see last night ; genuine life-figures, a 
great gluttonous substantiality, some glimpse of universal life 
looking out through the coarse boor shapes ; the awfully massive 
hips and seats, the teeth and laugh of that President at the board 
head, &c. Alas I poor Wilkie is not here any more. 

Oh, miserable * slip the labour,' what is become of thy endeavour ? 
Not a word of it yet got to paper ; the very scheme and shadow of 
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it lioyering distracted in the cloud rack, sport of every wind. I 
am truly to be pitied, to be condemned. 

So Carlyle had been when he began the ' French Revolu- 
tion.' So it was, is, and must be with every serious man 
when lie is first starting upon any great literary work. 
' Sport of every wind ' he seems to himself, for every 
trifle, piano or what not, distracts him. Sterling was in 
London, then on the edge of his last fatal illness. In the 
Journal of October 23 Carlyle enters : — 

Methinks I see a hieroglyphic bat 
Skim o'er the zenith in a slipshod hat, 
And to shed infants' blood with horrid strides 
A damned potato on a whirlwind rides. 

Fabulously attributed to Nat Lee in Bedlam; composed, I 
imagine, by John Sterling, who gave it me yesterday. 

After this he seemed to make progress. 'Have been 
making an endeavour one other time to begin writing on 
Cromwell. Dare not say I have yet begun ; all beginning 
is difficult.' Many pages were covered, with writing of a 
sort. Mrs. Carlyle, on November 28, describes him as 
' over head and ears in Cromwell,' and ' lost to humanity 
for the time being.' That he could believe himself 
started gave some peace to her ; but he was trying to make 
a consecutive history of the Commonwealth, and, as he 
told me afterwards, ' he could not get the subject rightly 
taken hold of.' There was no seed fitly planted and or- 
ganically growing; and the further he went, the less 
satisfied he was with himself. He used to say that he had 
no genius for literature. Yet no one understood better 
what true literary work really was, or was less contented 
to do it indifferently. 

To John Sterling, 

GhelFea : December 4, 1843. 
I am very miserable at present ; or call it heavy-laden with fruit- 
less toil, which will have much the same meaning. My abode is» 
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and has boon, fignratively speaking, in the centre of chaos. On^ 
wards there is no moving in any yet discovered line, and where I 
am is no abiding — miserable enough. 

The fact is, without any iigure, I am doomed to write some book 
about that unblessed Commonwealth, and as yet there will be no 
book show itself possible. The whole stagnancy of the Englis h 
genius two hundred years thick liga hgftXY P P g!B « Dead heroes 
buried under two centuries of AtlieisgLfieem tg> whimper pitiful ly 
' Deliver us ! Cajxst thou not deliver us ? ' And alas ! what am I, 
or what is my fathei-*s house ? Confound it I J. ha«a.lQatiau£.jears 
of good labour in the business ; and still the more I expend on it, 
it is like throwing good labour after bad. On the whole, you 
ought to pity me. Is thy servant a dead dog that these thmgs 
have fallen on him ? My nnly r^o jisolatio n ia \]^t J nm f^^^qg^^'^c 
\ to be the most conservative man in England, or^n e of the mos t 
conservative. If the past times, only two p-gntn^e p hack^ lie 
wholly a torpedo darkness and dulness, freezii^ .a^ .9iULJk[fida^ 
I I glance all souls of men that look on it, where arA nnr fm^i^^^^^inTia 
goiie? If the past time cannot become melodious^ it must be for- 
gotten, as good as annihilated ; and we rove like aimless exiles that 
have no ancestors, whose world began only yesterday. That must 
\ be my consolation, such as it is. 

I see almost nobody. I avoid sight rather, and study to 
consume my own smoke. I wish among your buildings * yon 
would build me some small Prophet's chamber, fifteen feet square, 
with a separate garret, and a flue for smoking, within a furlong of 
your big house, sacred from all noises of dogs, cocks, pianofortes, 
insipid men, engaging some dumb old woman to light a fire for 
mo daily and boil some kind of kettle. 

To Margaret Carlyle, Scotsbrig, 

Chelsea : December 31, 1843. 
The saddost stoiy is that of my book, which occasions great 
diflloulty. I not long ago fairly cast a great mass of it into the 
Arts not in any suddon itigo at it, but after quiet deliberation, and 
dooiding on this as the boat that I could do. I am now trying the 
busintvui on another side with hopes of better prosperity there. 
Ihxwpor or not, I nmst hold on at it, on one side or the other. I 
vtust got in upon it, and drive it before me. But the truth is, it 
will be a long hoavy piooo of labour, and I must not grumble that 

> Sterling was iiupi-oviiig a house which he had lately bought at Ventnor. 



\ 
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my progress seems so small. I do make progress, as much prog- 
ress as I can ; and on the whole why should I plague myself or 
others about the quantity of my progress ? I am a poor discontented 
creature, and ought at least to hold my peace and * be thankful 
I am not in purgatory.' 

One of his difficulties lay in his extreme conscientious- 
ness. No sentence would be ever deliberately set down 
on paper without his assuring himself, if it related to a 
fact, that he had exhausted every means of ascertaining 
that the fact was true as he proposed to tell it ; or, if it 
was to contain a sentiment or opinion, without weighing 
it to see if it was pure metal and not cant or insincere 
profession. This, however, lay in his nature, and, though 
it might give him trouble, would give him no anxiety. But 

\ his misgiving was tliat he was creatintr.no living^ organic 
work, but a dead manufactured one, and this was intoler- 
able. He flung aside at last all that he had done, burnt 
part of it, as he said, locked away the rest, and began 
again, as he told his mother, *on another side.' He gave 

v^"' lip the notion of writing a regular history. He would 
make the person of Oliver Cromwell the centre of his 
composition, collect and edit, with introductions and con- 
necting fragments of narrative, the extant letters and 
speeches of Oliver himself — this, at least, as a first opera- 
tion — a plain and comparatively easy one. When it was 
finished, he told me that he fonnd to his surprise that he 
had finished all which he had to say upon the subject, and 
might so leave it. 

With the new year he was working npon the fresh 
lines, still diffident, but in better humour with himself and 
his surroundings. 

For my book (he wrote again to his mother on January 11 [1844]) 
I dare not say much about it, and, indeed, had better altogether 
keep silent and plague nobody with it further, for nobody can 

he^jUMlMllMSF^^^^ 1^6 ^i^h ^^ is & most difficult book ; but 

I Heaven I hope to get it done yet, and to have 
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accomplished something nsefnl thereby. Nay, indeed, I am some* 
times tanght more distinctly than usual that without the blessing 
of Heaven / cannot get it done ; which surely is a wholesome 
lesson, and one we should be thankful for for ever, even though it 
come to us in pain. I have heard of an Italian popular preacher 
who one day before a grand audience fairly broke down, and had 
not a word to say. His shame was great ; he blushed ; he almost 
wept ; but, gathering himself at last, he said : * My friends, it is 
the punishment of my pride ; let me lay it to heart and take a 
lesson by it.' So be it with us all. . . . The people in the next 
house, whose piano was so loud when I sate down to write, have 
behaved with the noblest cliivalry. They keep their piano silent 
every day rigorously till two o'clock. At other hours I am not 
writing, and it does me no ill ; rather does me good, when I reflect 
how civil the people are. There is great honour shown here to 
the literary man. 

Jouryial, 

Februofy 2, 1844. — ^Engaged in a book on the Oitnl Wars, on 
Oliver Cromwell, or whatever the name of it prove to be ; the most 
frightfully impossible book of all I have ever before tried. It is 
several yeai*s since the thing took hold of me. I have read hun- 
dredweights of dreary books, searched dusty manuscripts, corre- 
sponded, &c. &c., almost with no results whatever. How often 
have I begun to write, and after a cei-tain period of splunging and 
splashing found that there was yet no basis for me. Since my re- 
turn from Scotland and Wales and the North in September last it 
is just about ^176 montJis complete. Most part of that time I have 
been really assiduous with this book, or one or the other adjuncts 
of it, and there really stands now on my paper in any available 
shape, as it were correctly — nothing. Much I have blotted, fairy 
burnt out of my way. What will become of it and of me ? Somty 
times I get extremely distressed. What of that? Was it ever 
otherwise ? Will it ever be ? Carpenters with contrivances to se- 
cure me from noises, treaties about neighbouring pianos, complaints 
of barking dogs, above a hundred * Musseum headaches ; * no books 
but 'Rushworfchian Torpedos ; ' little company that is not a torpedo 
to me ; and, to crown the whole, not a vestige of work actually 
done. This is bad enough. The fact is, I am myself very much 
to blame. I am full of * choler,' of impatience, alas ! of insincerity 
of heart. There will be no good come by talking of it here. Yestei* 
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day at the Musseum. To-day in quiet sorrow, attempting to begin 
again to write somewbat. Non omnes occiderunt soles, 

Scotland meanwhile was remembering Carlyle. The 
Edinburgh students were not alone in their effort to call 
him back across the irrem^abUis unda. 

As to my book (he wrote a fortnight later to Scotsbrig) it is not 
absolutely stopping, btit is goirig its ovm gate, a much longer one 
than I expected it might be. I study to keep holding on. * Slow 
fire does make sweet meat.' I think I shall perhaps make some- 
thing of it in the end, if I be at once patient and diligent. At all 
events, I must and will endeavour. This morning there came a let- 
ter from Sir David Brewster, about a Professorship in St. Andrews 
for me. I have already written to decline it. Professorships of 
that kind do not suit me now. They come a day behind the fair. 

The offer of a Scotch professorship was unacceptable, 
but was of course gratifying. So in a higher degree was 
the beginniufiLPf a new order of legislation setting: aside 
the received doctrines of laissez-faire , which he might fairly 
think to be due at least in part to his own writings. Lord 
Ashley — Lord Shaftesbury, as he has been so long and so 
honourably known to us — must have the first place as 
having successfully carried through the great measure for 
the £rotecti(>fi,.ft.f.,thfi jactory rhilrlre.n. But Carlyle, too, 
had affected the thoughts of the younger generation of re- 
I fleeting politicians, and made possible Lord Ashley's attack 
\ upon the political economists. It was with real delight 
\ that he informed his mother of the first introduction of 
tliis measure. 



\ 



To Margaret Carlyle, Scotsbrig, 

Chelsea : March 80, 1844. 
All the people are in controversy about Lord Ashley*s proposal 
to restrict the hours of factory labour to twelve, with two allowed 
for meals — that is, ten hours in all. Numbers of people are loud 
and bitter against it. As for me, I rejoice greatly that the Govern- 
ment has in any way begun to deal with that horrid business, the 
state of the working people. Innumerable tasks lie there for all 



288 Carlyle^s Life in London. 

manner of wise governors and parliamenieers and prime ministem 
Lord Ashley's Bill was carried once ; bnt Peel and Graham have 
turned again upon bun, saying they will go ont if he carry it ; so 
that probably it will be lost this time. Bnt the business is beaten, 
that is the great fact The other day I saw one of the official 
people— Lord Elliot — in a company who were all talking about 
this. I told him the Government were absolutely bound either to 
try whether they could do some good to these people, or to draw 
them out in line and openly shoot them with grape. That would 
be mercy in comparison. He seemed much astonished ; but I 
had a fair share of the company on my side. 

It was always to his mother that he wrote first when he 
s/^ 1 1 had anything interesting to tell, whether it was aboat an 
Act of Parliament, or the progress of liis writing, or when 
the kitlin had an American mouse to send to the Auld 
Cat. She was seldom out of his thoughts, as he was 
seldom out of hers ; and she was now growing old and 
ailing. Here is another of his letters to her : — 

To Margaret Carlyle, Scotsbrig. 

Chelsea : April 24, 1844. 
You have been too frequently ill this spring, my dear mother ; , 
you roally must take more pains with yourself. Let me beg 
Jenny,* too, to be in all ways careful of you. Alas I what can I 
do ? I am far off, and cannot be of help to you myself, which I 
would so gladly be. Surely it is well the part of one and all of us 
to do for our good, true mother whatsoever we can. She did 
faithfully for us what lay in her when the time was. Jean tells 
mo she has sent you a fowl or two. I have earnestly urged her to 
oontinuo that. A little soup and wheat bread for dinner would 
oortainly bo much wholosomer than what you usually dine on. 
]U\HidoH, the good woathor is now come — that of itself will be a 
groat it^liof to you. Gi> \ip to the moor on a simny day. The 
sight of the bonny world growing green again will be like a 
sonuon to your pious hooi't, as indeed such a heart can nowhere 
want for aomions. The stars in the heavens and the little blue- 
bolls by tho waysido aliko show forth the handiwork of Him who 
is Almighty, who is All Good. lu^ ba d, weak worid, what would 
V become of us did not our hoi\rt« uniJorstand at all times that this 

1 Tho ftister Uviitg «t homo witli her mother. 
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is even so? ... I struggle aWay here, not always in the 
successfullest manner, yet trying always to make some progress 
in my work. * Many a little makes a mickle.' It will be a long, 
dreigky ' and weary job ; but I must plod along ; keep chopping 
on, and hope to get through it in time. My health is not to be 
complained of. I should study well to husband what strength is 
gi^en me, not fret, as I too often do, on what is denied me. Jane, 
to D, gets better in the bright weather. All is bright here — sunny, 
ind full of blossom. I study to go out to dinner as little as pos- 
sible, and write refusals to the right and left. Dinners will do 
nothing for me ; only the getting on with my book will do some- 
thing. . . . Jeffrey is here in poorish health, but much better 
than he was. He is nearly of your age, but grows no more serious 
as he grows older. At least, he thinks proper to affect the same 
light ways— to me not the beautifullest in an old man. 

How anxious he was about his mother — how inexpressi- 
bly dear she was to him — appears from a note in hia 
Journal : — 

Mai/ 8. — ^My dear old mother has, I doubt, been often poorly 
this winter. They report her well at present ; but, alas I there is 
nothing in all the earth so stem to me as that constantly advanc- 
ing inevitability, which indeed has terrified me all my days. 

The same day he enters : — 

My progress in * Cromwell ' is frightful. I am no day absolutely 
idle, but the confusions that lie in my way require far more fire of 
energy than I can muster on most days, and I sit not so much work- 
ing as painfully looking on work. A thousand times I have re- 
gretted that this task was ever taken up. M y heayj} ^yy as n ev er ^ 

rigMt/ in it. _^lVi;x.,cgflafiimae^iiL^ tihat drnvajoajop'^ My 

chief motive now is a more and more burning desire to have done 
with it. Eheuj ekeu ! I am very weak in health, too. I am oftenest 
very sad. The figure of Age, of greyhaired weakness, twilight, and 
the inevitable night never came on me so forcibly as this year. 
Age is sad, yet it is noble after a sort ; the advance of it upon me 
is a peculiar tragedy, new for every new life. Words are weak in 
general to express what I feel. Thou art verily growing old, and 
thou hast never been young ; and thy life has amounted to this 
poor paltriness, and, &c. &c. &c. There is no wisdom in writing 

> Dreigh, tedious. 
Vol. IlL— 19 
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such thoughts, or even in more than partiallj entertaining them. 
The Future alone belongs to us. Let us doubly and trebly struggle 
to profit by that — turn thai to double and treble aooount. Oh heav- 
ens I get on with thy ' Cromwell.* 

The dissatisfaction of Carlyle with his own work, as long 
as he was engaged upon it, is a eontinnous feature in Ills 
character. 'The "French Revolution" was worth noth- 
ing.' 'To have done with it' was the chief desire which 
he had. 'To have done with it' was his chief desire 
again now. 'To have done with it' was the yet more 
passionate cry in the prolonged agony of ' Frederick.' The 
art of composition was merely painful to him, so conscious 
was he always of the distance between the fact as he conid 
represent it and the fact as it actually was. He could be 
proud when he measured himself against other men ; but 
his estimate of his merit, considered abstractedly, was 
utterly low. His faults disgusted him ; his excellences he 
could not recognise; and when the work was done and 
printed, he was surprised to find it so much better than he 
had thought. 

It is always so. The better a man is morally, the less 
conscious he is of his virtues. The greater the artist, the 
more aware he must be of his shortcomings. If excellence 
is to be its own only reward, poor excellence is in a bad 
way ; for the more there is of it, the less aware of itself it 
is allowed to be. There is and must be, however, a certain 
comfort in the sense that a man is doing a right thing, if 
not well, yet as well as he can. Flashes of this kind do 
occasionally shine in among Carlyle's sad meditations. On 
May 31 he reports to his mother: — 

My book now goes along better or worse, though still far too 
slowly. I am now, however, beginning to see above ground some 
fniit of tho unspeakable puddlings and welterings I had under- 
g^nnd. I do hope sometimes that I shall get the poor book done, 
and that it will tiuii out to have been worth doing. Oli ver Cr oiiif 
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■well IS an actually pious, praying, God-fearing, Bible-reading man, 
and struggles in the high places of the world before God and man 
to do what he finds written in his Bible — an astonishing spectacle, ■ .. 
unexampled, altogether incredible to the beggarly Peel, Russell, I ^ 
and company that have got the guidance of the world now, to all 
our sorrows. If I can show Oliver as he is, I shall do a good turn ; 
but it is terribly difficult to such an age as this is and has long 
been. •« 

There was to be no Scotland for Carlyle this year. The 
starting with ' Cromwell ' had been so hard that he did 
not mean to pause over it till it was done ; and an occa- 
sional rest of a day or two at the houses of friends near 
London was all tliat he intended to allow himself. It 
was his wife's turn to have a holiday. She had not been 
in the North since she had lost her mother. All the last 
summer had been spent with the workmen in Cheyne 
Row. In autumn and winter she had been ill as usual 
with coughs, sleeplessness, and nervous headaches. As 
long as the cold weather lasted she had not been well for 
a single day, and only her indomitable spirit seemed to 
keep her alive at all. She never complained — ^perhaps 
fortunately — as with Carlyle to snflFer in any way was to 
complain loudly and immediately, and when complaint was 
absent he never realised that there could be occasion for 
it. Anyway she was now to have a holiday. She was to 
go first to her uncle at Livei-pool, then to the Paulets at 
Seaforth, then to stay with Geraldine Jewsbury at Man- 
chester ; then, if she wished, to go to Scotland. She 
was always economical, and travelled at smallest cost. 
Money matters no longer, happily, required such narrow 
attention as in former years. Her letters (or parts of 
them) describing her adventures are published in the 
' Letters and Memorials.' Carlyle, busy as he was, made 
time to write to her regularly, with light affectionate 
amusing sketches of his visitors or the news of tlie day ; 
most particularly of the progress of the new acquaintance 
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which was to have so serious an inflnence on her own fn- 
tnre peace. . . . Mr. and Lady Harriet Baring, whom 
lie had met two years previously, were now both of them 
becoming his intimate friends. From Mr. Baring' there 
are many letters preserved among Carlyle's papers. They 
exhibit not only respect and esteem, bnt the strongest per- 
sonal confidence and afiFection, which increased with faller 
knowledge, and ceased only with death. Tliey sliow, too, 
a fuller understanding of, and agreement with, Carlyle's 
general views than are to be found in almost any of those 
of his other correspondents. From Lady Harriet, too, 
there are abundance of notes, terse, clear, and peremptory, 
rather like the commands of a sovereign than the easy 
communications of friendship. She was herself gifted, 
witty, unconventional, seeing men and things much as 
they were, and treating them accordingly. She rec<^- 
nised the immense superiority of Carlyle to everyone else 
who came about her. She admired his intellect ; she 
delighted in his humour. He at fii'st enjoyed the society 
of a person who never bored him, who had a straight 
eye, a keen tongue, a disdain of nonsense, a majestic arro- 
gance. As they became more intimate, the great lady af- 
fected his imagination. He was gratified at finding him- 
self appreciated by a brilliant woman, who ruled supreme 
over half of London society. She became Gloriana, 
Queen of Fairyland, and he, with a true vein of chivalry 
in him, became her rustic Bed Cross Knight, who, if he 
could, would have gladly led his own Una into the same 
enchanting service. The ' Una,' unfortunately, had no in- 
clination for such a distinguished bondage. The Barings 
had a villa at Addiseombo, and during the London season 
f ivquontly escaped into the Surrey sunshine. Carlyle had 
l)Oon invited to meet a distinguished party there. 

> Iii>rd .\ahburtaii afterwards. 
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To Jane Welsh CarlyUy at Liverpool, 

Chelsea: July 7, 1844. 

Yesterday I did go to the Barings, but I got home the same 
night, which was an immense point. We were a truly sublime 
party, as many as the table would hold. Lord Howick and his 
wife, Earl Grey's son, a thin, lame man, turned of forty, looking 
very weak of body, but earnest, clear, affectionate, and honest, 
with good talent, too, for the spiritual part ; the Lady Howick, 
a pale, aquiline, dark-eyed beauty, bleached white, who did not cap- 
tivate me or estrange me ; the immortal old Lady Holland, really a 
kind of Witch of the (Kensington) Alps, very impressive in her 
way. She is terribly broken, poor old lady ! has a doctor, the 
strangest little fellow I have seen, who did not speak one word, 
good or bad, but seemed happy and perfect in the social gesticu- 
lations. Besides him, she cames with her a page, and an old 
woman to rub her legs. These, with the natural et cseteras, al- 
most fill a house of themselves. Buller of courae was there, as in 
his home ; Stanley, too, again, but without his wife ; he and 
others too tedious to mention. The gooseberries were ripe ; I 
had a pocket of cigars, and other smokers to keep me company. 
The day was soft, grey, without rain : a temperature like silk. 
The Lady Harriet is the most consummate of landladies, regard- 
less of expense. Baring himself has radiances of real talent. He 
is, I do think, a good, modest man. The whole matter went off 
with effect. It is really entertaining to me to be a part of such a 
company now and then. Their art in speech, more and more no- 
ticeable gradually, is decidedly a thing to be considered valuable, 
venerable. Beal good breeding, as the people have it here, is one 
of the finest things now going in the world. The careful avoid- 
ance of all discussion, the swift hopping from topic to topic, does 
not agree with me ; but the graceful skill they do it with is be- 
yond that of minuets. 

Among other subjects, we came over, pretty late in the evening, 
upon Mazzini*s letters.* Brougham had been privately telling all 
people in the Lords one day that Mazzini was a scamp after all, 
that he once *kept a gaming-house.' So Stanley reported, glad of 
any stab to Brougham. The old stem Witch of the Alps there- 
upon asked Lady Haniet what he really was, this Mazzini. * A 

1 Opened in the Englioh Fust Office, about which there was so loud a stir 
in those vears. 
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Bevolntionary man, the head of joang Italy/ answered she. * Oh, 
then, they surely ought to take him np,' rejoined the Witch. Onx 
adroit hostess hinted No, and that she herself knew him. ' What ? ' 
exclaimed the astonished Witch, with wide-open eyes. The other 
persisted, with the gentlest touch of light irrefragability, ' had ac- 
tually asked him to come and see her.* I added, addressing the 
Witch, < He is a man well worth seeing, and not at all specially 
anxious to be seen.' * And did he not keep a gaming-house ? ' said 
she. ' He had never the faintest shadow of connection with that 
side of human business,' said I. * The proudest person in this 
company is not farther above keeping a gaming-house than Maz- 
zini is.* 'That means Byng' (an absurd old curly-headed diner- 
out whom they call Foodie Byng), said Buller, looking at the man, 
upon which an explosion of laughter swallowed up my over-em- 
phasis and the whole discussion in a lightly felicitous manner. 

A certain Mr. Something (Kane, I think: really a very civil 
officitd gentleman) volunteered to give me half his cab to Picca- 
dilly — ^a blessed arrangement for me, for Mr. Kane and I smoked 
in a very social manner all the way, and the drive did me great 
good, so that to-day I am far less damaged than could have been 
anticipated. 

The fine society did not make Carlyle forget his own 
nearer attentions : — 

July 13. 

It is poor Groody's birthday when she reads this ; and one ought 
to have said what the inner man sufficiently feels : that one is right 
glad to see the brave little Goody with the mind's and the heart's 
eye on such an occasion, and wishes and prays all good in this 
world and in all worlds to one's poor Goody — a brave woman, and, 
on the whole, a * Necessary Evil * * to a man. And now, dearest, 
here is a small gift, one of the smallest ever sent. Do not think it 
cost me any trouble to buy the thing ; once fairly in the enterprise, 
there was a real pleasure in going through with it. I tried hard 
for a workbox, but there was none I could recommend to myself. 
I was forced to be content with a little jewel-box, and there, you 
see, is the key. Blessings on thee with it ! I wish I had diamonds 
to fill the places with for my little wifie. I knew you had a jewel- 
box already, but this is a newer one, a far smaller one. Besides, 
I bought it very cunningly, and * the lady, if she would like any* 

* Name by whioh he often laughingly described his wife. 
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thing better, can at any time get it exchanged.' And so, deaf 
Goody, kiss me and take my good wishes. While I am here there 
will never want one to wish thee all good. Adien on the birthday, 
and may the worst of our days be all done and the best still coming. 

Thine evermore. 

The * sulphurous humour ' lay close beside the tender, 
very far from extinct, not even dormant. What Carlyle 
could least endure was being bored. The anathemas which 
he heaped on unfortunate bores exceed Ernulphus's in 
exquisite variety. He mentions soon after this that three 
gentlemen from Edinburgh had called to see him, intro- 
duced by some acquaintance from Haddington. He de- 
scribes them as ' wretched duds,' ' a precious three to be 
selected from all the populations of the world ; ' ' miser- 
able snafFers full of animal magnetism. Free Kirk and 
other rubbish.' He ' had doubts whether not to rise with 
redhot oaths, and pack them all instantly into the street.' 
He says ' he bit in his rage as best he could,' took his hat, 
pretended business, ' and walked the three out instead of 
kicking them out.' ' One of Cavaignac's snorts was all 
that he could give to such things.' ' That visit was the 
beginning of sorrows to him.' Evening parties could not 
be wholly escaped. He had been invited to one ' at the 
Coleridges',' where he expected an equal degree of suffer- 
ing, ' half thought he would fall sick and stick to Crom- 
well,' and ' wished he was in Goody's pocket.' Luckily it 
did not turn out quite so ill. ' Trench, Maurice, Boxall 
the painter, and other shovel-hatted persons, male and 
female, were there assembled ; ' but he met a daughter of 
Southey, whom he was actually pleased to see, and Mrs. 
Henry Coleridge also, ' really a kind of Phantasmion, so 
small, so delicate, pretty, and orthodox wise.' In the worst 
extremities there was always the resource of Bath House. 

Last night (he wrote on July 19) I called for Lady Harriet. The 
usual Buller sate there apparently almost asleep in the * fever of 
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digestion ' when I entered. The lady herself, in spite of her sicb 
ness, is always brisk as a huntress. Bnller brightened up soon, 
argned, talked with me, not to great purpose, bat in a cheery, 
rational manner, presided over by this divinity, and with one cap 
of innocent black tea and a mouthful of polite human speech I 
came home little injured. Mazzini is authorised to call 'next 
week some evening.' Poor victim ! At a certain turn of the con- 
versation I was asked to come out to Addiscombe next Sunday, 
and could not for the moment find means of declining, bnt did in« 
temally decline, and must externally now send some note to that 
effect. It is very briUiant all at Addiscombe ; wealth in abun- 
dance, ruled over by grace in abundance ; but I — ^I — ^am bilious ; 
I am busy — not equal to it for the present. 

Some misgiving may have erossed Carlyle's mind that 
too near an intimacy in these great circles might not be 
profitable to him. As long as social distinctions survive, 
an evenness of position is a condition of healthy friend- 
ship ; and though genius is said to level artificial inequali- 
ties, it creates inequalities of another kind, which rather 
complicate the situation than simplify it. However this 
may have been, hard work and the London heat tired him 
out by the end of the summer. He was invited to stay at 
the Grange, a beautiful place belonging to the Barings in 
Hampshire, and as the visit was to be a short one he 
went. Mrs. Baring's father, the Lord Ashburton of the 
American Treaty, still lived and reigned there. He had 
heard of Carlyle, and wished to make his acquaintance, 
as his Transatlantic wife did also. The Grange, in Sep- 
tember especially, was the perfection of an English 
country palace. The habits of it did not suit Carlyle. He 
was off his sleep, woke early, could get no breakfast till 
ten, and no food but cigars and sunshine. But the park 
was beautiful, the riding delightful, 'the solitude and 
silence divine.' He tried to be amused and bappy, and 
succeeded tolerably. 
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The Grange : September 12, 1844. 
We are a small party. Lady Ashburton is a surgeon patient at 
present, a stripping off of the skin upon a carriage step, ill dealt 
with for some days back. She lies in a back drawing-room, keeps 
all the women about her all day, and we never see her till she is 
wheeled in at night to tea. She seems very fond of talking to 
mo ; a frank, i-attliug woman, with whom, perhaps, I shall grow to 
do veiy well. Were it not for Lady Harriet, who is herself a host, 
we should be ill off for women. My chief resource at present is 
the old Lord, a really good old man, of most solid, cheerful ways ; 
fond of talking and being talked to above any rational thing. 

September 14, 1844. 

Alas ! if I could sleep, I might be very well here : but sleep 
does not come, sleep flies ; and I have nights in which the virtue 
of patience is very useful to me. I do study to keep patient. In 
fact, there is something very soothing in the deep, dead silence, 
broken only by the rai*e hooting of a poor owl, seemingly a mile 
off, who appeared to be the only living thing awake beside myself. 
I stai-t generally in the morning with a dull headache, very stupid ; 
but the breezy fresh air, and the constant motion they keep one in, 
drive it away gradually, and I feel pretty well again. 

We are not a brilliant party here ; na}^ if it were not for the 
Lady Harriet and myself, we should be almost definable as a dull, 
commonplace one. BuUer is not yet come, but is confidently 
expected to-night, and will be a welcome acquisition to us. Poodle 
Byng's companion was one Greville, an old official hack of quality 
who runs racehorses, whom I have often enough seen before : 
memorable as a man of true aristocratic manner, without any 
aristocratic endowment whatever — a Lai's without the beauty. He 
has Court gossip, political gossip, &c., and is civil to all persons, 
careless about all persons — equal nearly to zero. Lady Ashburton 
improves upon one — a square, solid American woman, happily 
without the accent ; but with the rugged go-ahead character of 
that people. It is from her that your lover Baring takes his feat- 
ures. The old Lord Ashburton, especially as he smokes, is my 
favourite of all— a really good, solid, most cheery, sagacious, 
simple-hearted old man. He takes me long walks to see his new 
churches, his labourers' cottages, his old cedars and yew trees, 
carries in his pocket cigars, and talks and is talked to. To finish 
my description, I have only to say that our house is built like *a 
Grecian temple,' of two stories; of immense extent, massive in 
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appesmnce and fronting eyeiy way. The interior is by Inigo 
Jones, with modem improvements. The rooms are full of exqai- 
site pictures, and there is every convenience. 'All things that 
were pleasant in life. Bnt the iJl-wiae, great Gre-a-a-tor, &c.' 

While this new acqaaintance was risiDg up into Carlyle'a 
sky, another was setting or had set Kews were waiting 
for him when he returned to Cheyne Row, which melted 
the Grange and its grandeurs into bodiless vapour. John 
Sterling was dead. Of all the fi-iends whom Carlyle had 
won to himself since he came to London, there was none 
that he valued as he valued this one. Sterling had been 
his spiritual pupil, his lirst, and also his noblest and best 
Consumption had set its fatal mark upon him. His spirit 
had risen against it and defied it He had fled for life in 
successive winters to Italy, to France, and then to Fal- 
mouth and to Italy again. If not better, there had been 
no sign that he was becoming definitely worse. He had 
lately settled at Ventnor, in the Isle of Wight. He had 
added to his house ; he had hoped, as his friends had 
hoped before for him, that years of useful energy might 
still be granted to him. It seemed impossible that a soul 
so gifted, so brilliant, so generous, should have been sent 
upon the earth merely to show how richly it had been en- 
dowed, and to pass away while its promise was but half 
fulfilled. But in this past summer he had been visibly 
declining. To himself, if to no one else, it had become 
sternly certain that the end was now near ; and on August 
10 he had written the letter of farewell, printed by Car- 
lyle in his lost friend's biography, which I am therefore at 
liberty to transfer to these pages. 

7b r. CarlyU. 

Ventnor : Aogniit 10. 1844. 
My dear Oarlyle, — ^For the first time for many months it seema 
{K)88ihle to send jou a few words ; merely, however, for lemein- 
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brance and farewell. On higher matters there is nothing to say. 
I tread the common road into the great darkness, without any 
thought of fear, and with very much of hope. Certainty, indeed, 
I have none. With regard to you and me, I cannot begin to write, 
having nothing for it but to keep shut the lid of those secrets with 
all the iron weights that are in my power. Towards me, it is still 
more true than towards England, that no man has been and done 
like you. Heaven bless you ! If I can lend a hand when there, 
that will not be wanting. It is all very strange, but not a hun- 
dredth part so sad a« it seems to the standers-by. Your wife knows 
my mind towai-ds her, and will believe it without asseveration. 

Yours to the last, 

John Stebi^ng. 

Sterling lingered for six weeks after writing this. He 
had been apparently dying more than once already, and 
yet had rallied. Carlyle could not believe that he was to 
lose him, and hoped that it might be so again. But it 
was not so to be. On September 18, within a day of Car- 
lyle's return from the Grange, his friend was dead« 
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Sterling's deatli was the severest shock which Carlyle had 
yet experienced. Perhaps the presence of a real sorrow 
saved him from fretting over the smaller troubles of life. 
He threw himself the more determinately into bis work. 
All the remainder of this year and all the next till the 
close of the summer he stayed at Iiome, as far as possible 
alone, and seeing few friends in London except the Bar- 
ings. His wife had been improved by her excursion. She 
had been moderately well since her return. Strong she 
never was ; but for her the season had been a fair one. 
In July 1845, the end of 'Cromwell' was coming definitely 
in sight. She could be spared at home, and went off again 
to her relations at Liverpool. Carlvle had another hoi'se 
— ' Black Duncan ' this one was called. He rode daily, and 
sent regular bulletins to his 'Necessary Evil' — many, 
through haste, undated. The Barings were still bis chief 
resource outside his serious occupations. 

Chelsea : July 27, 1845. 

Visit to Addisoombe — not the very best of jovs ; but one ought 

to be content with it. I had a great deal of talk with Everett, the 

American Ambassador, who snr^irises me mnch, as a thorotigh 

drawling Yankee in manner, vet with iuteUigenoe and real gentle* 
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manhood looking through it. Senior, seeing me there, came up 
in the most cordial manner to shake hands, and we even had a 
quantity of smoking together and philosophical discoursing to- 
gether — by motion of his — with unbated aversion of mine. Peace 
to him ! 

Augast 1, 1845. 

Thy bright little missives are a real consolation to me in my 
solitude here — a solitaiy wrestle with the blockheadisms. That is 
what I have just now, and there is need of some consolation at 
times if it could be had. 

The leech * is very well. I went and saw it this morning ; it has 

an allowance of fresh water every day, and complains of nothing, 

lying all glued together at the top of the glass (the little villain), 

and leading a very quiet life of it, never even asking what is taxes ? 

Wednesday proved wet — no riding possible. Walked up to Bar- 

ingdom in the evening. The poor lady had cold ; was sitting with 

a fire — even she : we are all as cold here as you are in Lancashire. 

Yesternight had a grand ride over in Surrey ; took the conceit out 

of Duncan ; made him gallop at discretion till quite tame. Did 

my own wearied self some good by the job. After that, while at 

tea, Thackeray. 

August 1. 

Just now I have finished copying the last letter of Oliver's. I 
will try hard yet to be through the original stuff this week. There 
will then be a conclusion of some kind to do ; an index to set 
going. After which I am off in's Freie. Ay de mi f The merits 
of your letters are mirrored in a very fair glass when it is I that 
read them, and if I call them * bits of letters ' (she had laughingly 
resented that expression of his), it is perhaps all the better for 
them from a soul so sulky, so dispirited, dead and buried, as mine 
now is, in this horrid business of mine. Courage I courage I it 
will be done soon, and then perhaps better days will come. 

August. 
This place is getting very empty. Last night I came accident- 
ally jn the Kensington Gkurdens band. Their retinue of park 
horses has dwindled to mere nothing, a thing yon could ride 
without difficulty through the middle of. It is astonishing what 
real pity I do feel for these poor squires and squires' daughters, 
all parading about in such places. Qood heavens I and is this 

> Oue of Mrs. Garlyle's singular pets, of whicli her husband had charge in 
her absence. 
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what jon call the flower of life : and age, and darkness, and iht 
grand Perhaps lying close in the rear of it — ' Damn ye, be wae foi 
yonrser." So I am too ; and will now ran and put on mj riding 
clothes — just three minutes for it Adieu. Ever your affection- 
ate, had T. G. 

Mrs. Carlyle had fallen in at Liverpool with a Uni- 
tarian clergyman named J. M., with whom she had con- 
versed on serious matters with considerable interest.^ 
M. liad seemed to her to be inclmed to leave his Uni- 
tariauism and to become a pupil of Carlyle. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, 

Chelsea: AngnrtS, 1845. 

What did M say to you? It was a great thing in him to 

quote me in his preaching ; but, like the deacon of the weavers at 
Dumfries, one must exclidm, * Oh, gentlemen, remember that I am 
but a man.* Thursday night, after a day of thunder, I had my 
longest ride since you heard last, far out towards Harrow. As I 
turned homewards there rose visible from the big beautiful Baby- 
lon a tree of smoke, which said very plainly, ' Here is a house on 
fire.* It grew and grew, till it covered whole fields of air. I 
never in any ride saw a more impressive object, seeming to say 
with a tragical tone of reproach, < Wilt thou take me for pictU' 
resque? I am the blazing furniture of terrified, distracted men 
and women.' Phew I 

Angnat. 

Harvest is a month too late ; will hardly fail therefore to be 
bad ; and if the railway bubble burst at the same time, as is like- 
liest, there will be a precious winter for the poor operatives again, 
and those that have charge of them. The naked, beggarly ^eed 
and mammon- worship of this generation is sorrowfully apparent 
at present ; and I confess sometimes I do not care if their * wealth ' 
and all the greasy adjuncts of it were actually to take wings and 
fly away. I think we might have a less detestable existence with- 
out it ; a chance for a less fated life-element than this. 

Good be with thee, dear little Goody mine. * We olamb the 
hiU together * in a very thorny but not paltry way. Now let tis 

> See Letters and AfemorialSy vol i. p. 245, &c. I may as well Bay that 
initial letters are not to be relied upon, as 1 frequently change them. 
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sit and look wound a little. We shall have * to totter down ' also ; 
but ' hand in hand we'll go.' 

Adieu, dear Jeannie, T. G. 

August 18. 
Really, I begin almost to pity poor J. M. The lot of a poor 
nian, of so many poor men, doomed to twaddle all their lives in 
Socinian jargon, and look at this Divine Universe through dis- 
tracted, despicable Jew Greek spectacles, and a whole Monmouth 
Street of * Old Cloe,* seems to me very sad. . . . The last speech 
of Oliver's is fairly ready for printing. Not a line of his now re- 
mains, thank Heaven ! I have now only to have him die, and then 
to wind up in the briefest endurable way. I say to myself, why 
should not, for instance, the ^rs^ of September actually see me free 
of the job altogether, and ready for the road somewhither ? We 
will try. As a preliminary I have started to-day by — a blue pill 
and castor. Oh heavens ! But I suppose it was the most judi- 
cious step of all. 

August 21. 

I know not if you mean to take Egypt's advice [I do not know 
the person alluded to], and write some book. I have often said 
you might, with successful eflfect ; but the impulse, the necessity, 
has mainly to come from within. It is a poor trade otherwise, so 
we will be content with Goody whether she ever comes to a book 
or not. One way or other, all the light, and order, and energy, and 
genuine Thatkraft or available virtue we had, does come out of us, 
and goes very infallibly into God's Treasury, living and working 
through eternities there — very infallibly, whether the morning 
papers say much about it or say nothing ; whether the wages we 
get be more or less ! We are not lost ; not a solitary atom of us 
— of one of us. When I think of our Oliver Cromwell and of the 
father of a Bums and other such phenomena, I am very indiflferent 
on the book side. Greater, I often think, is he that can hold his 
peace, that can do his bit of light, instead of speaking it. . . . 
Eheu ! what a business is the society of Adam's posterity becom- 
ing for me — a considerable of a bore for most part. Helps walked 
home to the door with me last night. We saw Green, the aero- 
naut, just get aloft from Yauxhall, throwing out all manner of 
fireworks, red, green, and indigo-coloured stars, and transitory 
milky ways, the best he could, poor devil I He was hanging a 
goodish way up in the air, quite invisible except by a cluster of 
confused fireworks, which looked very small in the great waste 



304 Carlyle^a Life in London. 

docp of tbings, and did not last above half a minnte in alL No 
poltiier phouomenon was ever contrived for the solacement of hu- 
man souls. I figured the wretched mortal sailings throngh the 
chill, clear moonsliiny night, destitute of any object now, and with 
peril of his life, for the sake of keeping his life in, and had a real 
pity for him. I am very dark as to the extreme closing np of 
' Cromwell,' but it seems to me as if it lay quite close at band — 
some one bright day, all that was needed for it — perhaps to-mor- 
row. Beally, I am quite near it 

August S3L 
Do not seduce poor J. M. from his Unitarian manger, poor fel- 
low! I do not in the least want proselytes. Ach QoU! no! 
What is the use of them ? And for himself it might cat off the 
very staff of bread. Let him hang on there till the rope of itself 
gives way with him. 

You will be sui-e to see me if you continue staying where you 
are— my one fixed element of a plan is to go to Annandale, and 
the way thither leads me through Lancashire. I could also be a 
veiy pretty guest at Seaforth, I too for a few days, and be happy 
and much liked, if the devil of sleeplessness and indigestion did 
not mark me for a peculiar man. I do hope to have done all my 
Oliver writing, good heavens ! the day after to-morrow. 

Fxiz (John Forster) came here the night before last, talked long, 
or was talked to, really not in a quite distracted manner, and pas- 
sionately solicited and thankfully received your address. They — 
Diokens, he, and a squad of that sort — ^have decided to act a play 
at one of the small theatres, private, to five hundred friends. It 
is actually to be on the 21st of next month, and it is an immense 
feature of it to Fuz that you are to be there. The excellent Foz ! 

August 2a 
I havt^ this moment endfil Oliver; hang it! He is ended, 
thrums and all. I have nothing more to write on the sobjecti 
only mountains of wreck to bum. Not (any more) up to the chin 
in ]vfipoT clippings and chaotic litter, hatefuller to me than mosL 
I iim to havt> a swept floor now again. 

Thus w*as fini^hovl the first eilition of the * Letters and 
Speeches of Oliver Cromwell ' — tlie first edition — for other 
letters, other tiiaterial of variv ns kinds, came afterwards 
and had to bo woxxmi in witli tlie rdst ; bnt essentialljr tfaft 
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thing was done on wliich Carlyle liad been labouring for 
five years ; and a few words may now be given to it. 

This book is, in my opinion, by far the most important / 
contribution to English history, which has been made in / 
the piesent century. Carlyle was the first to break the { 
ciiist which has overlaid the subject of Cromwell since 
tlie Restoration, and to make Cromwell and Cromwell's 
age again intelligible to mankind. Anyone who will read 
what was written about him before Carlyle's work ap- 
peared, and what has been written since, will perceive 
how great was the achievement. The enthusiast, led I 
away by ambition, and degenerating into the hypocrite, 
the received figure of the established legend, is gone for 
ever. We may retain each our own opinion about Crom- 
well, we may think that he did well or that he did ill, that 
he was wise or unwise ; but we see the real man. We 
can entertain no shadow of doubt about the genuineness 
of the portrait; and, with the clear sight of Oliver him- 
self, we have a new conception of the Civil War and of its 
consequences. The book itself carries marks of the diffi- 
culty with which it was written. It has no clear continu- 
ity ; large gaps are left in the story. Contrary to his own 
rule, that the historian should confine himself to the facts, 
with the minimum of commentary, Carlyle breaks in re- 
peatedly in his own person, pats his friends upon the 
back, expands, applauds, criticises to an extent which most 
readers would wish more limited. This, however, is to 
be remembered, that he was reproducing letters and 
speeches, of which both the thought and the language 
were obsolete — obsolete, or worse than obsolete, for most 
of it had degenerated into cant, insincere in everyone who 
uses such expressions now, and therefore suggesting insin- 
cerity in those who used them then. Perhaps he allowed 
too little for our ability to think for ourselves. But he 
had seen how fatally through this particular cause the 

Vot;. ITT.— 20 
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character of the Commonwealth leaders had been ob* 
scured, and, if he erred at all, he erred on the right sida 
It is his supreme merit that he first understood the 
speeches made by Cromwell in Parliament, and enabled 
us to understand them. Printed as they had hitherto 
been, they could only confirm the impression, either that 
the Protector's own mind was hopelessly confused, or that 
he purposely concealed what was in it. Carlyle has 
shown that they were perfectly genuine speeches, not elo- 
quent, as modern parliamentary speeches are, or aspire to 
be thought; but the faithful expressions of a most real 
and determined meaning, about which those who listened 
to him could have been left in no doubt at all. Sach a 
feat was nothing less than extraordinary. It was not a 
'whitewashing,' as attempts of this kind are often scorn- 
fully and sometimes deservedly called. It was the recov- 
ery of a true human figure of immense historical conse- 
quence from below two centuries of accumulated slander 
and misconception, and the work was completely done. 
No hammering or criticising has produced the least effect 
upon it. There once more Cromwell stands actually be- 
fore us, and henceforth will stand, as he was when he 
livred upon the earth. He may be loved or he may be 
hated, as he was both loved and hated in his own time; 
but we shall love or hate the man himself, not a shadow 
or a caricature any more. 

Detailed criticism of the book, or of any part of it, 
would be out of place in a biography, and I shall not at- 
tempt such a thing. I may mention, however, what Car- 
lyle told me of the effect upon his own mind of his long 
study of the Commonwealth and its fortunes. 

Many persons still believe that, if the army had not 
pushed the quarrel to extremities, if the ' unpurged ' Par- 
liament had been allowed to complete its treaty with the 
King, the constitutional fruits of the struggle might have 
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been secured more completely than they actually were; 
that the violent reaction would never have taken place 
which was provoked by the King's execution ; that the 
Church of England could and would have then been com- 
pletely reformed and made Protestant in form and sub- 
stance ; the pseudo-Catholicism — Episcopacy, Liturgy, and 
Ritual— which has wrought us all so much woe being 
swept clean from off the stage. 

Speculations on what might have been are easy. We 
see what actually happened ; what would have happened 
we can only guess. Charles, it is certain, was false — how 
false is now only completely known when the secret nego- 
tiations of himself and the Queen with the Catholic 
Powers have been brought to light. No promises which 
Le had made would have bound him one moment beyond 
the time when he could safely break them ; nor could any- 
one say what the composition of a new House of Com- 
mons might be after the next election. Taking the coun- 
try through, the Royalists and the Moderates together 
were in the majority in point of numbers, and Cromwell's 
conclusion was that, so far as religion was concerned, the 
cause for which he and the army had fought would be ut- 
terly lost if the treaty was carried out. Wearied England, 
satisfied with having secured control of the purse-strings, 
would hand over the sour fanatics to Charles's revenge. 
Carlyle was satisfied that Cromwell was right, and he 
drew from it a general inference of the incapacity of a 
popular assembly to guide successfully and permanently 
the destinies of this or any other country. No such body 
of men was ever seen gathered together in national coun- 
cil as those who constituted the Long Parliament. They 
were the pick and flower of God-fearing England, men of 
sovereign ability, of the purest patriotism — a senate of 
kings. If they failed, if they had to be prevented by 
armed force from destroying themselves and the interests 
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committed to them, no other Parliament here or anywhere 
was likely to do better. Any pilot or council of pilots 
might answer, with smooth water and fair winds; but 
Parliaments, when circumstances were critical, conid only 
talk, as their name denoted. Their resolutions would be 
half-hearted, their action a compromise between conflict 
ing opinions, and therefore uncertain, inadequate, alter- 
nately rash or feeble, certain to end in disaster at all criti- 
cal times when a clear eye and a firm hand was needed at 
the helm. 

This was one inference which Carlyle drew. Another 
was on the rights of so-called ' majorities.' He had bee n 
bred a Eadical, and a Radical lie r<>mm*ng>^ fn tko \^^^ i» 
the sense that he believed the ftnt.irft ftYist.ing ff^^pfi r>4= lin. 
man society, with its extremes of poverty and wealth, to 
be an accursed thing, which Providenee^ weidd^>aot-AU»w 
to endure. Ho had been on the side of Catholic eman- 
cipation, hoping that the wretched Irish peasantry might 
get some justice by it. He had wel comed the , fi §fon^i 
Bill, imagining it to mean that England was lo oking in 
earnest for her wisest men, and would give them power to 
mend what was amiss. He had found, as he said,^tEaFlt 
was but the burning off the dry edges of the straw on the 
dunghill ; that the huge, damp, putrid mass remained rot- 
ting where it was, and thus would remain, for anything 
that an extended suffrage would do to cure it. No result 
had come of the Reform Bill that he could care for. Tlie 
thing needed was wisdom. Parliaments 2'e£eetefiL..tLa» 
cliaracter of those who returned them. TkeuXosBaAMtbe 
franchise, the less wisdom you were likely to fi nd : ^ ^(^ 
after each change in that direction the Parliament returned 
f. was less fit, not inoro fit, than its predeceFsor: — 111 J>olitics 
i as in all else, Carlyle insisted always that there was a 7*ight 
\ way of doing things and a wrong way ; that by following 
i the ri</ht way alone could any good end be arrived at ; and 
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that it was as foolish to suppose that the right way of 
managing the affairs of a nation could be ascertained by a 
majority of votes, as the right way of discovering the lon- 
gitude, of cultivating the soil, of healing diseases, or of 
exercising any one of the million arts on which our exist- 
ence and welfare depend. 

This conclusion he had arrived at, ever since he had seen 
what came and did not come of the Keform Bill of 1832 ; 
and it had prevented him from interesting himself in con- 
temporary politics. But Cromwell's history had shown 
him that the rigM way had other means of asserting itself \ 
besides oratory and ballot-boxes and polling booths. The 
woi-ld was so constructed that the strongest, whether they 
were more or fewer, were the constituted rulers of this 
world. It must be so, unless the gods interfered, because 
there was no appeal. If one man was stronger than all 
the rest of mankind combined, he would rule all mankind. 
They would be unable to help themselves. But the world 
was also so constructed, owing to the nature of the Maker 
of it, that superior strength was fqundjn thejaag ruujo 
lie with tjiose wlijo_ha4..U.i)S-xig^ ride. A good ^ ^ . 

cause gave most valour tojlsjdefendeinsj^^^n^ ) /\ 

this, and^thlTaloneTjIie sugrej^^^ ^oq(l_QyjBr. e^dl....w^8 

maintamedT '"TKight-minded men would bear much rather 
than disturb existing arrangements — would submit to kings, 
to aristocracies, to majorities, as long as submission was 
possible ; but, if driven to the alternative of seeing all that 
they valued perish or trying other methods, they would 
prove that, though they might be outvoted in the count of , 
heads, they were not outvoted in the court of destiny^ 
Superior justice in the causernade superior meiiT-men 
who would make it good in s^ite of numbers. The best 
were tlie^ strongest, and so in the end would always prove, 
' considering who had made them strong.' Behind all con* 
stitutionSjjiever so popular ly an ultimate appeal to force. 
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Majorities, as sncli, had no more right to rale thau kmgfi^ 
or nobles, or any other persons or groups of persons, to 
whom circumstances might have given temporary power. 
The right to rule lay with those whq^were jight i n mind 
and heart, whenever they chose to »asksLihomaSSsS. n. 
they tried and failed, it proved only that they were not 
right enough at that particular time. But, in fact, no 
honest effort ever did fail ; it bore its part in the eventual 
settlement. Tlie strong thing, in the mai n, was thp_ji ght 
tiling, because the world was not th^g j^egiTft ; ^riA thfi ^^iftl 
issue would be found to prove it whenever the question 
was raised. • SocieFy was in a healthy condition only wheD 
authority was in the hands of those taewt fit to CAOiiykM it. 
As long as kings and nobles were kings and nobles indeed, 
superior in heart and character, the people willingly sub- 
mitted to them, and gave them strength by their own sup- 
port. When they forgot the meaning of tlieir j>osition, 
lived for ambition and pleasure, and so ceased to be su- 
perior, tlieir strength passed from them, and with theit 
strength their authority. That was what happened, and 
was happening still, in England. There being no longe? 
any superiority of class over class, the integers of society 
were falling into anai-cliy, and, to avoid quarrelling, might 
agree for a time to decide their differences by a majority 
of votes ; but it could be but for a time only, unless all 
that was great and noble in humanity was to disappear f ot 
ever; for the good and the wise were few, and the selfish 
and the ignorant were many ; the many would choose to 
represent them men like themselves, not men superior 
to themselves ; and, under pain of destruction, it was in- 
dispensable that means must be found by which the good 
and wise should be brought to the front, and not the 
others. Xature had her means of doing it, and in ex' 
tremity would not fail to use them. 

In some such frame of mind Carlvlc was left after he 
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had finished his ^ Cromwell.' I have described in my own 
words what, in his abrupt and scornful dialect, he often 
expressed to me. He was never a Conservative, for he^ 
recognised that, unless tIierQ...>Y^ a change, impossible ex- 
cept by mirad.e, in thejjahita.auddiar 
classes, the ffods themselves could not save them. But 
the Radical creed of liberty, equality, and government by 
majority of votes, he considered the most absurd super- 
stition which had ever bewitched the human imagina-ju 
tion — at least, outside Africa. .>-'**''*^ 

Cromwell thus disposed of, he was off for Scotland, 
^ wishing,' as he said, to be amiable, but dreadfully bilious, 
and almost sick of his life, if there were not hopes of im- 
provement. He joined his wife at Seaforth, stayed a day 
or two with the Paulets there, and then, leaving Mrs. 
Carlyle to return and take care of the house in Cheyne 
How, he made his way on by the usual sea route to Annan 
and Scotsbrig. 

His letters, now that he had leisure, became free and 
ample again, no reaction after exertion having this time 
set in. He was, for him, happy, relieved of his long bur- 
den ; his Journal, which contains chiefly a record of his 
sorrows, was left untouched. His complaints, such as 
they were, had reasonable external causes. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, Chelsea. 

Scotsbrig : September 13, 1845. 
My poor Goody is whirling away southward, while I sit here 
giving her some note of my amval northward. We are strangely 
shovelled to and fro in this much too locomotive world. It was 
above an hour after you left me before our steamship got its tu- 
mult consummated and hauled itself out of harbour. In my life 
I have seen few more distressing and disgusting uproars ; indeed, 
the whole voyage surpassed in discomfort for me any piece of 
travelling I have executed for years. We saw very near at band 
the Vanity Fair of Liverpool : cockneys in full action near the 
Bock, tents on the sand, swings and whirligigs were very evident ; 
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wqnmhng of fiddles, popping of ginger-beer corks were too eon* 
eeifmble. Hudson, our captain, was engaged in clapping hand- 
cuffs on a drunkeu drover who had proved quarrelsome. One of 
my fellow-i>a.s8i*ii!^ers in the cabin proved to be that bi^ Thomson, 
the cattle-dealer, who once called at Chelsea with Macqueen ; * 
grown several stones hea\ier, faced like Silenns, fall of dock Eng- 
lish and familiarity, of which the thought was horrible to me. 
Bj him mv honoured name was imparted to the ship's company in 
general, and I liad the strangest addresses, free and easy as in the 
Age of Gold. Mv ilillicnlty not to break into sheer Tocal execra- 
tion was considerable. Then the sleeping-rooms I — ^but I will talk 
no more of it. I do not think a moie brutal element of human sav* 
agery could have been found in any part of British land or water. 
About half-past seven next morning I was right glad to see Jamie 
waiting for me at the jetty. We got to Scotsbrig before ten, and 
Jenny and my mother had some tea for me ; and I have glided 
about ever since, or lain on beds or chairs when I could get it 
done, veiy much in the humour (as I fancy it) of Jonah when he 
found himself vomited from the whale's belly — exceedingly con- 
fused and uncei*tain what his movements ought to be. 

At midday I walked with my mother to the moor. It was really 
as if Pan slept. The sun and sky were bright as silver ; the seas 
and hills lay round, and noise of all kinds had entirely bushed 
itself, as if the whole thing had been a picture or a dream, which, 
in fact, the philosophers tell us it properly is. Nothing can ex- 
ceed my mother's gratitude to you — your two letters themselves 
had given wonderful delight. Most of tJiem, I think, are committed 
to meman/ — Jiape committed themselves on repeated perusals [italics 
minej. It is worth while to write now and then on such tenns. 

*The mother' was now fast growing weaker. She 
brightened up at letters from her danghter-in-law, or on 
visits from her ilhistrions son, whom all the world was 
talking of ; but ' all had grown old ' about her, except her 
affection, which scorned younger than ever. Carlyle, while 
at Scotsbrig, was her constant companion, drove her about 
in the old gig, carriini her down to see his sister Mary at 
Annan, or liiv^ sister Jean at Dumfries; and so the days 
[>assoii on with autumnal cvnujx^sui-e, sad but not unhappy. 
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Now and then troublesome proof-sheets came, which 
would stir the bile a little. But he kept himself patient, 
found ' days of humiliation and reflection ' extremely use- 
ful to him, and grumbled little. ' All work,' he said, ' if 
it be nobly done, is about alike : really so — one has no re- 
ward out of it except even that same. The spirit it was 
done in, that is blessed or that is accursed — that is all.' 
The world was saying that he was a great man. He did 
not believe it. Mrs. Paulet had written some wildly flat- 
tering letter, calling him ' the greatest man in Europe.' 
^ Good heavens ! ' he said of this ; * he feels himself in 
general almost the smallest man in Annandale; being 
very bilious, confused, and sleepless ; let him never trouble 
himself what magnitude he is of.' * As to his deserts^ he 
deserved, if it came to that, to be in purgatory.' In one 
of his letters he described a long, late, solitary walk. 

I passed through old localities like a ghost, and very mnch in 
the humour of one ; past the Pennersaughs Churchyard, where my 
grandfather and great-grandfather (the farthest ancestor I can 
name) He buiied ; past Mein Bridge, where I have burned whins 
and done exploits in fishing eels and in other things. Ay de mi I 
it was better than many sermons, sweet though sad. 

Men of genius who make a mark themselves in liter- 
ature, in art or science, or in any way which brings their 
name before the world, find ready admittance into the 
higher social circles ; but the eixtree is granted less readily 
to their wives and daughters. Where this arrangement is 
allowed, the feeling on both sides is a vulgar one ; the 
great lady is desirous merely that a person who is talked 
about shall be seen in her reception rooms, and is not anx- 
ious to burden herself with an acquaintance with his infe- 
rior connections. The gifted individual is vain of appear- 
ing in the list of guests at aristocratic mansions, and is 
careless of the slight upon his family. The Barings were 
infinitely superior to paltry distinctions of this kind, nor 
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would Carlyle have cared for their acqaaintanoe if they 
had not been. lie was far too proud in himself, and he 
had too high a respect for his wife, to visit in lordlj sa- 
loons where she would be unwelcome. Mr. Saring had 
called on Mrs. Carlyle, had seen her often, and had cordi- 
ally adniiixKl her. With Lady Harriet, though thej had 
probably met, thei-e had not yet been an opportunity of 
intimacy ; but Carlyle was most anxious that his wife, too, 
sliould bo npprcciated us she deserved to be by a lady 
whom he himself so nmch admired. Mrs. Buller, an ex- 
perienced woman of the world, who knew both Ladj Har- 
riet and Mrs. Carlyle, was convinced that they would not 
suit each other, and that no good would come from an at- 
tempt to bring them into close connection. To Carlyle 
Mrs. Muller's forebodings seemed absurd. With all his 
knowleilge, he was innocent of insight into the subtleties 
of women's feolingss and it was with unmixed pleasure 
that ho hojuxl of a visit of his wife to Bath House on her 
own }U\H>unt^ svhmi after her return. 

t am Yorv glad v^*^ said^. There is nothing to hinder you, in 
ii|uto of Mrs» Bailors piviliotion, to get on veir well tiiere, I 
»houKl ho^HV rors\nis of $on$o« with no tsde-bearers or other piece 
of \^\nort^to insauity Wtwivu them, cttn gpet on reir welL The 
lAil^f Harriet has a gx^nins for rulini?. Well ! I don't know but 
ahe umy : *«d» on the whoK\ did yv>n ever see any lady that had 
Hf>f ainue slight touch of a g^^nius that way, my Goodildn? I know 
a la^ly hut I will say ))oihi)>g« lest I bring mischief abont my ears 

nay% she is v^ry i^lnslientx t\y\ that little lady I allnde to, and 
haa a gxMuws for Iving nxh\l withal. Heaven bless her always ! 
Not a Ivdd little dame at alt :^he and I did aye very weel to- 
gt'^her; and '^wtvt it ^i^'as iu>l ewxy one that could have done 
with her/ 

Tho ttr^t itujm\?5^\ot>^ h*J iip^vironriv been favourable on 
K^th ;s^J\U>^ Mr^ l^irhlo \vt\^:o briirhtlv to him both 
aKnti riu^ Iv^th HvMt^^ AtftiJr ii:ui ovx>Tvthing else. Her 
leiivr* duritti: his^ aWiuv \ccro f^^vvpnoiiAJiy lively and en- 
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tertaining. The reader of the ' Letters and Memorials" 
will remember her adventures with the dog next door and 
the whisky bottle which had obtained its silence. Carlyle 
was enchanted with her, most especially because at Scots- 
brig he was suffering from a similar cause. 

That dog (he says) was more or less the sorrow of my life all the 
time you were away, though I said nothing of it. Bow-wow-wow 
at all hours of the day, especially at night when one was shut in. 
Never was bottle of whisky better bestowed if it quiet the dam- 
nable brute even for a month or two. Alas ! one cannot get much 
quiet in this world. Here in mornings when one awakes before 
five there is a combination of noises, the arithmetical catalogue of 
which might interest a mind of sensibility — cocks, pigs, calves, 
dogs, clogs of women's feet, creaking of door-hinges, masons break- 
ing whinstone, and carts loading stones. But I have learnt to care 
nothing about it. I think it is a law of Nature, and are not they 
poor brothers and sisters — poor old mothers, too, toiling away in 
the midst of it ? Once or twice I have fallen asleep in the midst 
of the whole concert of discords. We shall be quiet one day. 
The destinies, I think, do mean that at least for us. 

' Cromwell * done with, he was beginning to consider to 
what next he should put his hand, and ' Frederick the 
Great ' was already hanging before him as a possibility. 
He had read Preuss's book in the year preceding. He 
was now meditating an expedition to Berlin to learn more 
about this ' greatest of modern men.' His stay in Scot- 
land was to be short. After a fortnight of it he was 
thinking about his return. How it was to be was the 
question. The railway from London only reached to Pi-es- 
ton, and the alternative was equally horrible — the coach 
from Carlisle thither or the steamer to Liverpool. One 
day he thought he would go ^ to the whale ' again, and 
say to it, ' Swallow me at once,' ' thou doest it at once.' 
The whale ultimately proved the least desirable of the 
various monsters. He chose the coach, and was at home 
again just when ^ Cromwell ' was appearing. 

» VoL i p. sea 
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The reception of it was, as might be expected, in the 
highest degree favourable. There was little to offend, and 
everyone was ready to welcome a fair pictm-e of the great 
Protector. The sale was rapid, and after a few months, as 
the interest grew, fresh materials were contributed from 
unexpected quarters, to be added in new editions. For 
the moment, however, Carlyle was left idle. He came 
back to find literally tliat he had nothing to do. * Fred- 
erick ' was still but a thought, and of all conditions that 
of want of occupation was what he was least fitted to en- 
dure. He had drawn his breath when he ended his work 
in September. He had felt idyllic. He and his poor 
wife had climbed the hill together by a thorny road. He 
had arrived at the height of his fame. He was admired, 
praised, and honoured by all England and America ; noth- 
ing, he said, could now be more natural than that they should 
sit still and look round them a little in quiet. Quiet, unhap- 
pily, was the one thing inj possible. He admired quiet as 
he admired silence, onlj^ theoretically. Work was life to 
him. Idleness was torture. The cushion on which he 
tried to sit still was set with spines. Mrs. Carlyle says 
briefly that after he came back * she was kept in a sort of 
worry.' The remedy which was tried was worse than the 
disease. Mr. Baring and Lady Harriet invited them both 
for a long visit to Bay House, near Alverstoke in Hamp- 
shire. They went in the middle of November and re- 
mained till the end of the year. Carlyle, to some moder- 
ate extent, seems to have enjoyed himself — certainly his 
wife did not. 

During the middle of their stay he wrote to his 
brother : — 

December 1, 1845. 
"Wo live hero ia the most oomploto state of Do-notliingism that 
I havo ovor in my lifo hail oxi>orionco of. The day goes along in 
cousiiltiiifr how tho day shall jro. For most jiart I snatch an ef- 
fectual rido \x\MM\ my stixjng horse out of tho whirlpool. I read a 
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little German with the lady after dinner, listen to some music, 
to much witty talk, and that is all. I seem to improve in health 
a little, but still do not sleep. The habit of utter idleness getting 
possession of me is very strange. How long we shall be able to 
stand such a regimen is not made out. One would think not very 
long ! The prospect of such a thing foi- life was absolutely equal 
to death. Meanwhile it cannot but be said to be pleasant enough, 
and perhaps not useless for a season. 

To Mrs. Carlyle the visit was neither pleasant nor use- 
ful, probably the opposite of both. 

Six weeks (she wrote to her friend Mrs. Russell when it was 
over) I have been doing absolutely nothing but playiiig at battle- 
dore and shuttlecock, chess, talking nonsense, and getting rid of 
a certain fraction of this mortal life as cleverly and uselessly as 
possible. Nothing could exceed the sumptuosity and elegance of 
the whole thing, nor its uselessness. Oh dear me ! I wonder why 
so many people wish for high position and great wealth when it is 
such an open secret to what all that amounts in these days ; 
merely to emancipating people from all the practical difficulties 
which might teach them the facts of things and sympathy with 
their fellow- creatures. This Lady Harriet Baring whom we have 
just been staying with is the cleverest woman out of sight that I 
ever saw in my life — and I have seen all our distinguished author- 
esses. Moreover she is full of energy and sincerity, and has, I am 
sure, an excellent heart. Yet so perverted has she been by the 
training and lifelong humouring incident to her high position, 
that I question if in her whole life she has done as much for her 
fellow-creatures as my mother in one year ; or whether she will 
ever break through the cobwebs she is entangled in so as to be 
any other than the most amusing and graceful woman of her time. 
The sight of such a woman should make one very content with 
one's own trials, even when they feel to be rather hard. * 

Mrs. Bnller was turning out a true prophet. Mrs. 
Carlyle and Lady Harriet did not suit each other. Mrs. 
Carlyle did not shut her eyes to the noble lady's distin- 
guished qualities : but even these qualities themselves 
might be an obstacle to cordial intimacy. People do not 

1 Letters and Memorials^ voL i. p. 267. 
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iidually take t(» th<»se who excel in the points where they 
have themselves Iteeii accustomed to reign supreme. Mrs. 
Carlylo knew that she was far cleverer than the general 
nin of lady adorers who worshipped her husband. She 
knew also that he was aware of her snperioritj ; that, by 
hor talent as well us her character, she had a hold upon 
him entiix^ly her own, and that he only laughed good- 
natureilly at the homa^ they paid him. But she oodM 
not fiH^l }is easy about Lady Harriet. She saw that Car- 
lyle admiivd her brilliancy, and was gratified bj her 
queenly esteem. To speak of jealousy in the ordinary 
8ense would Ik^ extravagantly absurd ; but there are many 
fitrnis of jealousy, and the position of a wife, when her 
huslmnd is an intimate friend of another woman, is a dif- 
lieult and delicate one. If there is confidence and affec- 
tion lH>tW(^n the ladies themselves, or if the friend has a 
piH>j>er j>orceptii>n of a wife's probable susceptibilities, and 
is careful to prevent them from being wounded, or if die 
wife herst^lf is indifferent and incapable of resentment, all 
is well, and the reflation may l)e delightful. In the present 
east> theiv wen^ none of these conditions. No one could 
snspeot l*ady Harriet Baring of intending to hurt Mrs. 
rarlyle ; but either she never observed her discomfort, or 
she thought it too ridieulous to notice. She doubtless 
tried in her own lofty way to l>e kind to Mrs. Carlyle, and 
Mi*s, Carlyle, for her husband's sake, tried to like Lady 
Harriet. Hut it did not answer on either side, and in 
s\ioh eases it is U^st to leave things to take their natural 
etMirse. When two pi\>ple do not agree, it is a mistake to 
foit*o them into intimaey. They should remain on the 
footing t>f lUMitnd aoquaintaiuv, and are more likely to 
gn>w into friends the less the direct effort to make them 
so. Gloriana may have a man for a subject without im- 
pairing his dignity a womi^n in such a jH^ition becomes 
a dependent (\Hrlyle unfornmately cMuld not see the dis- 
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tinction. To such a lady a certain homage seemed to be 
due ; and if his wife resisted, he was angry. When Lady 
Harriet required her presence, she told John Carlyle that 
she was obliged to go, or the lady would quarrel with her, 

* and that meant a quarrel with her husband.' * The Red 
Cross Knight was brought to evil thoughts of his ' Una ' 
by the enchantments of Archimage. To a proud fiery 
woman like Mrs. Carlyle the sense that Lady Harriet could 
come in any way between her husband and herself was in- 
tolerable. 

Things had not come to this point dm'ing the Bay 
House visit, but were tending fast in tli.U direction, and 
w^ere soon to reach it. 

In Februarv 1846 a new edition was needed of the 

* Cromwell.' Fresh lettei'S of Oliver had been sent which 
required to be inserted according to date ; a process, Carlyle 
said, 'requiring one's most excellent talent, as of shoe- 
cobbling, really that kind of talent carried to a high pitch.' 

He had ' to unhoop his tub, which already held water,' 
as he sorrowfully put his case to Mr. Erskine, ' and insert 
new staves,' 

To T. Erskine. 

Feb. 28, 184a 

I must not complain ; I am bound to rejoice rather : but I did 
not so much need the new money I am to get ; and I can honestly 
say the feeling of faithfulness to a hero's great memory and to my 
own small task in regard to ihsi is nearly the only consideration 
that practically weighs with me. The unmusical or musical voice 
of critics, totally ignorant of the matter for most part, and of most 
insincere nature at any rate, gives me little pain and little pleasure 
any more. We shall be dead soon, and then it is only the fact of 
our work that will speak for us through all eternity. One thing I 
do recognise with much satisfaction, that the general verdict of 
our poor loose public seems to be that Oliver was a genuine man, 
and if so, surely to them a very surprising one. It will do them 
much good, poor bewildered blockheads, to understand that no 

' Undated letter of Mrs. Carlyle to John Carlyle. 
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great man was ever other ; that this notion of theirs aboat ' ]!•• 

chiavelism,* ' Policy,* and so forth, is on the whole what one mi^ 
call blasphemous— a real doctrine of devils. 

The Barings were at Addiseombe in the spring, and it 
was arranged that Mrs. Carlyle should be with them there 
for tlie benefit of country air ; he remainiug at his work, 
but joining them on Saturdays and Sundays. She could 
not sleep, she did not like it. He who had meant every- 
thing for the best, tried to comfort her as well as he oonld. 

To Jane Welsh CarlyU^ Addiseombe, 

Ghelaea: April & 
A considerable gap is made in the ' Cromwell ' rubbish. It is 
fast disappearing hefore me. Heigho ! but my existence is not 
now so haggard as it was for some days past. The sun is shin- 
ing, the work going on all day. One has many sad reflections^ 
but they are not unprofitable wholly, nor the worse for being 
sad. ' No man can help another/ sighed the melancholy Pesta- 
lozzi, which is but partly true. A kind and trustful word is veiy 
helpful from one to another. Oh, my poor Goody, let us en- 
deavor to he wise and just and good ! Nothing more is required 
of mortals. That is a fact one forgets sometimes. I am very sony 
to hear of you * pitted against Chaos ' all night, and coming off 
second best. My poor little woman ! But you will be home again 
soon. I will at least try to help you against Chaos, now and hence- 
forth as heretofore. I will do my best in that. For one thing, I 
really wish you could find an eligible house somewhere, out under 
the quiet sky, removed fairly from these tumults and loud-braying 
discords of every kind, which it is growing really horrible and 
miserable to me to spend the remnant of my days among. * Like 
living in a madhouse,' as the lady says. Truly so, and one has 
nothing to do with it either. 

Evidently lie was labouring at his task under complica- 
tions of worry and trouble. Perhaps both he and she 
would have been better off after all at Craigenputtock. 
The ' stitching and cobbling,' however, was gone through 
with. ' Cromwell ' thus enlarged was now in its final 
form ; and as soon as it was done, he took a step in con* 
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nection with it which, I believe, he never took before or 
after with any of his writings : he presented a copy of it 
to the Prime Minister. Sir Robert Peel had hitherto been 
no favourite of liis, neither Peel nor any one of the exist- 
ing generation of statesmen ; Sir Jabesh Windbag in ' Past 
and Present ' representing his generic conception of them. 
But Peel was now repealing the Corn-laws ; not talking of 
it, but doing it ; and imperilling in one righteous act his 
own political fortune. That had something of greatness 
in it, especially with Carlyle, who had believed heroic 
sacrifice of self to be an impossible virtue in a Parliament- 
ary leader. He discovered Peel to be a real man ; and he 
sent his ' Cromwell ' to him with the following letter : — 

Chelsea : June 18, 1846. 

Sir, — ^Will yoTi be pleased to accept from a very private citizen 
of the community this copy of a book which he has been occupied 
in putting together, while you, our most conspicuous citizen, were 
victoriously labouring in quite othe work ? Labour, so far as it 
is true, and sanctionable by the Supreme "Worker and World 
Founder, may claim brotherhood with labour. The great work 
and the little are alike definable as an extricating of the true from 
its imprisonment among the false ; a victorious evoking of order 
and fact from disorder and semblance of fact. In any case, citi' 
zens who feel grateful to a citizen are permitted and enjoined to 
testify that feeling each in such manner as he can. Let tliis poor 
labour of mine be a small testimony of that sort to a late great 
and valiant labour of yours, and claim reception as such. 

The book, should you ever find leisure to read and master it, 
may perhaps have interest for you — may perhaps — who knows? — 
have admonition, exhortation, in various ways instruction and en- 
eoumgement for yet other labours which England, in a voiceless 
but most impressive manner, still expects and demands of you. 
The authentic words and actings of the noblest governor England 
ever had may well have interest for all governors of England ; may 
well be, as all Scripture is, as all genuine words and actings are, 
* profitable ' — profitable for reproof, for correction, and for edify- 
ing and strengthening withal. Hansard's Debates are not a kind 
of literature I have been familiar with ; nor indeed is the arena 
Vol. III.— 21 
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they proceed from much more than a distress to me in these dsyi. 
Load-soaDding clamoiir and rhetorical vocables groanded not on 
fact, nor even on belief of fact, one knows from of old whither aO 
that and what depends on it is bonnd. But by-and-by, as I be- 
lieve, all England will sav what already many a one be^^ns to fed, 
tliat whatever were the spoken nnveracities of Parliament^ and the? 
are many on all hanils, lamentable to gods and men, here has a 
great veracity been done in Parliament, considerably onr greatest 
for many years past — a strenuous, courageous, and needful thing, to 
which all of us that so see it are bound to give our loyal recogni- 
tion and furtherance as we can. 

I have the honour to be, Sir, 

Your obliged fellow-citizen and obedient servant, 

T. GABcna.' 

Peel answered : — 

WhitehaU : June 22, 18ML 
Sir, — ^Whatever may have been the pressure of my public en- 
gagements, it has not been so overwhelming as to prevent me from 
being familiar with your exertions in another department of labour, 
as incessant and severe as that which I have imdergone. 

I am the better enabled, therefore, to appreciate the value of 
your favourable opinion ; and to thank you, not ont of mere oour- 
tesy, but very sincerely, for the volumes which you have sent for 
my acceptance ; most interesting as throwing a new light upon a 
very important chapter of our history ; and gratifying to me as a 
token of your personal esteem. 

I have the honour to be. Sir, 

Your obedient servant, 
T. Garlyle, Esq. Bobebt Pebl. 

Tho Biicccfts of this book had been a real enjoyment to 
Oarlylo— -enjoyment in the true noble sense — he felt that 
ho had done a good work, atid had done it effectively. 

To T, Erskine. 

Chelsea : July 11, 1846. 
The second edition of * Cromwell' which has kept me sunk all 
spring and summer in a very ignoble kind of labour, is now off my 

1 There are two yeriiona of this letter among Carlyle'a papers, not quite 
identical ; I do not know which was sent The differences are unimportant 
except to show that the letter wa.«i carefully composed. 
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hands for ever. The lively interest the people have taken in that 
heavy book — the numbers that read, and in some good measure 
understand something of it ; all this is really surprising to me. I 
take it as one other symptom of the rapidly deepening seriousness 
of the public mind, which certainly has call enough to be serious 
at present. The conviction, too, among all persons of much mo- 
ment seems to be pretty unanimous, that this is actually the his- 
tory of Oliver ; that the former histories of him have been extra- 
ordinary mistakes — very fallacious histories — ^as of a man walking 
about for two centuries in a universal masked ball (of hypocrites 
and their hypociisies spoken and done), with a mask upon him, 
this man, which no cunningest artist could get off. They tried it 
now this way, now that : still the mask was felt to remain : the 
mask would not come off. At length a lucky thought strikes us. 
This man is in his natural face. That is the mask of this one ! 
Of all which I am heartily glad. In fact, it often strikes me as 
the fellest vimlence of aU the misery thalf lies upon us in these 
distracted generations, this blackest form of incredulity we have 
all fallen into, that great men, too, were paltry shuffling Jesuits, 
as we ourselves are, and meant nothing true in their work, or 
mainly meant lies and hunger in their work, even as we ourselves 
do. There will never be anything but an enchanted world, till 
that baleful phantasm of the pit be chased thither again, and very 
sternly bidden abide there. Alas! alas! It often seems to me 
as if poor Loyola and that world Jesuitry of which he is the sacra- 
ment and symbol, was the blackest, most godless spot in the whole 
history of Adam's posterity : a solemn wedding together in God's 
high name of truth and falsehood— as if the two were now one 
flesh and could not subsist apart — ^whereby, as some one now says, 
we are all become Jesuits, and the falsity of them has, as it were» 
obtained its apotheosis and is henceforth a consecrated falsity. 

My wife went off a few days ago to Lancashire. She had been 
in a very weakly way ever since our summer heats came on, had 
much need of quiet and fresh air. ... I, too, am tattered 
and fretted into great sorrow of heart ; but that is partly the na- 
ture of the beast, I believe — that will be difficult to cure in this 
world. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

A.D. 1846-7. MI. 51-62. 

Domestic confnsions — Two letters from Mazzini — ^Mrs. Carlyle at 
Seaforth — CloTids which will not disperse — Gloriana — Tour 
with the Barings in Dtunfriesshire — ^Moffiit and its attraction 
— Carlyle at Scotsbrig. 

It was hard on Carljle that, while engaged with work into 
which he was throwing his entire heart and sonl, he 
should be disturbed and perplexed with domestic confu- 
sions. But it was his fate — a fate, perhaps, which could 
not be avoided ; and those confusions were to grow and 
gather into a thick black cloud which overshadowed his life 
for many weary years. When Mrs. Carlyle returned to him 
from Addiscombe, it was, as she said, ' with a mind all 
churned to froth ' — not a pleasant condition. Carlyle, in 
spite of his good resolutions, was occasionally * a little ill- 
haired.' At last things went utterly awry. She set ofiE 
alone to the Paulets at the beginning of July. There was 
a violetit scene when they parted. Her words, if seldom 
smoother than oil, were ' very swords ' when she was really 
angry. She did not write on her arrival, as she had prom- 
ised to do, and she drew these sad lines from him in con- 
sequence : — 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, Seaforth. 

Chelsea : July 6, 1846. 
My Dear,— I hope it is only displeasure or embarrassed estrange- 
ment from mo, and not any accident or illness of your own, that 
robs mo of a note this morning. I will not torment myself with 
that new uneasiness. But you did expressly promise to announce 
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your arrival straiglitway. This is not good : but perliaps an un- 
friendly or miserable letter would have been worse, so I will be 
as patient as I can. Certainly we never parted before in such a 
manner; and all for — literally nothing. But I will not enter 
upon that at all. Composure and reflection at a distance from all 
causes of irritation or freaks of diseased fancy will show us both 
more clearly what the God's truth of the matter is. May God give 
us strength to follow piously and with all loyal fidelity what that is I 
On coming home on Saturday in miserable enough humour, the 
saddest I think I have been in for ten years and more, I directly 
got out my work and sate down to it, as the one remedy I had. 
Yesterday I suppose you fancied me happy at Addiscombe. Alas I 
I was in no humour for anything of that laughing nature. I sate 
digging all day in the rubbish heaps, &c. It was a day of the 
resuiTection of all sad and great and tender things within me— 
6ad as the very death, yet not unprofitable, I believe. Adieu, 
dearest — for that is, and if madness prevail not may forever be, 
your authentic title. Be quiet ; do not doubt of me — do not 
yield to the enemy of us all, and may God bless thee always. 

T. C. 

Among Mrs. Carlyle's papers are two letters — the first 
oi them dated only July, yet in answer to one which she 
must have written before leaving London, showing- that 
in lier distress she had taken the strong step of consulting 
a friend on tlie course which slie ouglit to follow. Happily 
ifihe could have consulted no one who could have advised 
her more wisely. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle. 

London : July, 1846. 
My dear Friend, — I was yesterday almost the whole day out, 
«nd did not receive your notes, except in the evening, when it was 
too late to answer them. Your few words sound sad, deeply, I 
will not say irreparably sad ; and the worst of it is that none can 
help you but yourself. It is only you who can, by a calm, dispas- 
sionate, fair re-examination of the past, send back to nothingness 
the ghosts and phantoms that you have been conjuring up. It is 
only you who can teach yourself that, whatever the present may 
be, you must front it with dignity, with a clear perception of all 
your duties, with a due reverence to your immortal soul, with a 
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religions faith in times yet to come, that are to dawn under th« 
approach of other cloudless snns. I conld only point ont to jon 
the fuliilmeut of duties which can make life— not happy — ^wJiaft 
con ? but earnest, sacred, and resignated ; * but I wonld make jon 
frown or scorn. We have a different conception of life, and are 
condemned here down to walk on two parallels. Still it is the 
feeling of those duties that saves me from the atheism of despair, 
and leads me through a life every day more barren and burden- 
some, in a sort of calm composed manner — such, I repeat, as the 
consciousness of something everlasting within ns claims from 
every li\iDg mortal. For I now most oooUy and deliberately do 
declare to you, that partly through what is known to jon, partly 
through things that will never be known, I am carrying a burden 
even header than you, and have undergone even bitterer decep- 
tions than you have. But by dint of repeating to myself that 
there is no happiness under the moon, that life is a self-sacrifioe 
meant for some higher and happier thing : that to have a few 
loving beings, or if none, to have a mother watching you from 
Italy or from Heaven, it is all the some, ought to be quite enough 
to preserve us from falling, and by falling, parting. I have mu& 
tered up strength to go on, to work at my task as far as I have 
been able to make it out, till I reach the grave ; the grave for 
which the hour will come, and is fast approaching without my 
loudly calling for it. 

Awake, arise, dear friend I Beset by pain or not, we must go 
on with a sad smile and a practical encoui*agement fi*om one an- 
other. "We have something of our own to care about, something 
godlike that we must not yield to any living creature, whoever it 
be. Your life proves an empty thing, you say ! Empty ! Do not 
blaspheme. Have you never done good ? Have you never loved? 
Think of your mother, and do good — set the eye to Providence. 
It is not OS a mere piece of irony that God has placed you here ; 
not as a mere piece of irony that He has given us those aspira- 
tions, those yearnings after happiness that are now making us 
both unhappy. Can't you trust Him a little longer ? How lonj; 
will you remain at Seaforth ? Does he himself propose to go any- 
where? I was coming to see you on Saturday. Write if and 
when it does good even homoeopathically to you, and be assured 
that to me it will always do. Ever yours, 

Joseph Mazzini. 

1 Mazzinrs English, generally ezoellent, slipe occaBionally in a word. 
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Either this letter or Jier own reflections led Mrs. Car- 
Jyle, after a day's delay, to write softly to her husband. 
He, poor man, as innocent of any thought of wrong, as 
incapable of understanding what he had done to raise such 
a tornado, as ray Uncle Toby himself could have been, 
was almost piteously grateful. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, Seaforth, 

Chelsea : July 7. 
Thonsand thanks, dear Goody, for thy good little letter ! It 
has lifted a mountain from my poor inner man. Oh, if you could 
see ikei'e the real fact of the thing ; verily, it would all be well. 
It would indeed — as by God's blessing it shall yet be, and so let 
us say not a word more of it ; but pray earnestly from our very in- 
most heart that we may be enabled to do all that is true and good, 
and be helpful, not hindersome to one another ; and in spite of 
our anomalous lot be found as wise ones, not as foolish. For thy 
great unwearied goodness, and true ever-watchful aflfeotion, mixed 
as it is with human infirmity, oh, my dearest, woe to me for ever 
if I could forget it or be in any way unjust to it I But let us say 
nothing. Let us each try to see, try to do, better always and bet- 
ter ; and one thing does remain ever dear to me, ever sure for 
both of us. No honourable, truly good, and noble thing we do or 
have done for one another, but will bear its good fruit. That is as 
true as truth itself — a faith that should never fail us. 

On July 13 he wrote, enclosing his never-forgotten 
birthday present. 

I send thee a poor little card-case, a small memorial of Bastille 
day, and of another day also very important to me and thee. My 
poor little Jeannie ! no heart ever wished another more truly 
* many happy returns ; * or, if * happy returns ' are not in our 
vocabulary, then * wise returns,' wise and true and brave, which, 
after all, are the only * happiness,* as I conjecture, that we have 
any right to look for in this segment of eternity that we are tra- 
versing together, thou and I. God bless thee, and know thou 
always, in spite of the chimsei'as and illusions, that thou art dearer 
to me than any earthly creature. That is a fact, if it can be of 
any use to thy poor soul to know ; and so accept my little gift and 
kiss it as I have done, and say, in the name of Heaven it shall yet 
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all be well, and my poor husband is the man I haTe always knows 
him from of old, is and will be. 

Tins is the letter of which she speaks so tonchingly in 
her reply,* the letter which had been delayed at the Sea- 
fortli |>o8t-officc. She, agitated by a thousand thonghts, 
had feared that he had let the day pass without writiug 
to her, and had been thrown into a ' tumult of wretched- 
ness.' She had written again, it appears, to Mazzini ; for 
from him, too, came anotlier letter, tenderly sympatlietic, 
yet wise and supremely honourable to him. No ghostly 
confessor could have been more judicious. 

To Jane TFe&A Carlyle, Sea/orih. 

JulylSi 
My dear Friend,— I could not write yesterday, as I intended, on 
account of the death of Scipioni Petrucci's wife. . . . Yes ; 
< sad as death, but not basely sad.* That is what you must be, 
what I wHut you to be, and what a single moment of truly eamesfc 
thought and faith will cause you to be. Pain and joy, decep- 
tion and fulfilled hopes are just, as I often said, the rain and 
the sunshine that must meet the traveller on his way. Bless the 
Almighty if He has thought proper to send the latter to you. But- 
ton or wi-ap your cloak around you against the first, but do not 
think a single moment that the one or the other have anything to 
do with the end of your journey. You know that ; but yon want 
the faith that would give you strength to fulfil the task shown by 
the intellect. These i^owers will give you that too, if yon prop- 
erly apply to them — affection, a religious belief, and the dead. 
You have affection for me, as I have for you : you would not shake 
mine ? You would not add yourself to the temptations haunting 
me to wreck and despair ? You would not make me worse than I 
am by your exami^le, by your showing yourself selfish and material- 
ist ? You believe in God. Don't you think, after all, that this is 
nothing but an ephemeral trial ; and that He will shelter you at 
the journey's end under the wide wing of his paternal love ? You 
had, have, though inWsible to the eyes of the body, your mother, 
your father too. Can't you commune with them ? I know that a 
single moment of true fervent love for them will do more for you 

> Letters aiid Memorials^ vol. i. p. 273. 
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tliafi <J1 my talking ! Were they now what yon call living, wonld 
yon not liy to them, hide yonr head in their bosom and be com- 
forted, and feel that you owe to them to be strong — that they may 
never feel ashamed of their own Jane ? Why, can you think them 
to be deady gone for ever, their loving immortal soul annihilated ? 
Can you think that this vanishing for a time has made you less 
responsible to them ? Can you, in a woi^d, love them less because 
they are far from sight ? I have often thought that the arrange- 
ment by which loved and loving beings are to pass through death 
is nothing but the last experiment appointed by God to humsui 
love ; and often, as you know from me, I have felt that a moment 
of true soul-communing with my dead friend was opening a 
source of strength for me unhoped for, here down. Did we not 
often agree about these glimpses of the link between ours and the 
superior life ? Shall we now begin to disagree ? Be strong then, 
and true to those you loved, and proud, nobly proud in the eyes 
of those you love or esteem. Some of them are deeply, silently 
suffering, but needing strength too, needing it perhaps from you. 
Get up and work ; do not set yourself apart from us. When the 
Evil One wanted to tempt Jesus, he led Him into a solitude. 

Believe me, my dear friend, ever yours, 

Joseph Mazzini. 

The birthday present, and the words which had come 
with it, onght to have made all well ; and yet it did not, 
for the cause remained. The condition into which she 
had wrought herself through her husband's Gloriana wor- 
ship would have been ridiculous if it had not been so 
tragic — tragic even in its absurdity, and tragic in its 
consequences. Fault there was little on any side. Want 
of judgment, perhaps, and want of perception ; that was 
all. Carlyle had formed an acquaintance which he valued 
and she disliked, because she fancied that a shadow had 
risen between herself and him, which was taking from her 
part of what belonged to her. A few hearty words, a 
simple laugh, and the nightmare would have vanished. 
But neither laugh nor spoken word of any such salutary 
kind had been possible. Carlyle in such matters had no 
more skill than the Enight of La Mancha would have had. 
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Ue was vory bIij, for one thing. He wrote with exquisite 
tenderness. In conversation he shrank from expressions 
of afiFeotion, even at moments when he felt most deeplj. 
On the other hand, lie was keenly sensitive to what he 
thonght unreasonable or sillj. He was easily provoked; 
and his irritation would burst out in spurts of angry meta- 
phor, not to be forgotten from their very point and force. 
Thus his letters failed in producing their full effect fiom 
their contrast with remembered expressions which had 
meant nothing ; while, again, he might himself naturally 
feel impatient when called on to abandon friends whose 
high character he admired, and who had been singularly 
kind to him, for a cause which he knew to be a pi'eposter- 
ous creation of a disordered fancy, and which, in yielding, 
he would have acknowledged tacitly to have been just. A 
' man of genius,' especially one whose function it was to 
detect and expose chimseras, out to have contrived better. 
Some strange mismanagement there must have been to 
have created such a condition of things. Yet * a man of 
genius ' is no better off in such situations than an ordinary 
mortal. He was confronted with a problem which a per- 
son with a thousandth fraction of his abilities, either of 
brain or heart, would have solved in a moment by a smile ; 
yet he wandered from mistake to mistake. He €K>ntinned 
to argue with his ' bewildered Goody.' 

Do not (he wrote), oh, do not fret thyself in that way abont 
nothing at all ! In thy tragic sorrows and black confusions there 
is a noble element peering through, a gleam of something divine 
and true, which is worth following. By God's blessing we shall 
yet look back on all those miserable things, and find that a bless- 
ing beyond price did lie in them. Be still I Oh, be still, and do 
not fret thyself for any cobweb or brainweb I 

This was very well ; yet in the same letter he had to 
tell her that a plan had been arranged for the Barings to 
go to the Highlands, that it had been pix)posed that he 
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should accompany them, that lie did not think he would, 
but tliat possibly he might. 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle. 

«> Chelsea : July 18. 

I was at the Barings* last night, saw Buller, &c. I do not go to 
Addiscombe to-day nor to-morrow, nor, indeed, for an indefinite, 
perhaps infinite, time to come. To the lady I have, of course, 
told nothing, except that you are very unwell. But she seems to 
have discerned pretty clearly for herself that our intercourse is to 
be carried on under different conditions hencefoi*th, or probably 
to cease altogether before long : to which arrangement she gives 
signs of being ready to confoiTu with fully more indifference than 
I expected ; with no unkindness at all ; but with no discernible 
regi'et either ; on the whole, with the most perfect politeness and 
graceful conformity to destiny, such as becomes all people — such 
as I, too, am ready for, if it come to that. That perversity of fate, 
too, I can adopt or accept as I have had to do a few in my time. 
An opening is left for my meeting them about Carlisle or Edin- 
burgh on their Scotch tour ; but it seems to be with little expecta- 
tion on either side that it will take effect; We shall endeavour 
to see what the real monition of the matter is when the time 
aiTives. 

Again : — 

July 23. 

I took leave of the Barings last night. All is handsome and 
clear there, and nothing is wrong ; except your and my ill-genius 
may still force it to be so a little. To the lady I * said ' simply 
nothing ; and her altered manner, I suppose, might proceed alto- 
gether from the evident chagrin and depression of mine. Was 
that unnatural in me ? In fact, I myself was heartily weary of a 
relation grown so sad, and in my mind almost repented that it had 
ever been. But you may take it as a certainty, if you Hke, that 
there is no unkindness or injustice harboured to you there ; and if 
you chose to write a little word of news to Lady Harriet, as to how 
you are and what things you are amidst, I do believe it would be 
a real and very welcome kindness to her. Her intents towards 
you and towards me, so far as I can read them, are charitable and 
not wicked. My relation to her is by a very small element in her 
position, bat by a just and laudable one, and I wish to retain that 
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if I can and givo it np if I cannot. VoUd Uml ! Oh, Goody dear! 
be wise, and all is welL 

lie was struggling in a cobweb, and was not on the way 
to extricate himself. That a man of genios shoold enjoj 
the society of a briHiant and gifted ladj of high rank was 
^ jnst and laudable,' as he called it It was natural, too, 
if not laudable, that Mrs. Carljle should not be equally 
interested in a person who rivalled her in her own do- 
main. She, for her own part, had no wish to be intimate 
with a great lady who could have no interest in her. 
Carlyle made the niistake of trying to force her into a 
position which she detested ; and every step which he 
took in this direction only made the irritation greater. 

His plans for tlie summer had been laid out independ- 
ent of the Highland tour. He was to go first to his mother 
at Scotsbrig for a few days, and afterwards to ran across 
to Ireland. The * Young Ireland ' movement, the precur- 
sor of the Home Kule movement, was just then rising into 
heat. Charles Gavan Duffy, of the ' Nation ' newspaper, 
with others of the leaders, had sought him out in London 
in consequence of what he had written in * Chartism' 
about Irish misgovernment. He had promised to go 
over, when he had leisure, and see what they were doing. 
Had ho confined himself to this programme, he would 
have given time for the waves to go down ; but he went 
for a day or two to see his wife at Seaforth on his way to 
Scotland. It then appeared that he had engaged to meet 
the Barings after all, and that Mrs. Carlyle herself was 
pressed to join their party. His letters after he reached 
Scotsbrig show that the barometer was still at * stormy.' 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, Seaforth. 

Scotsbrig : August 8, 1846L 
My poor old mother met me onoe again on the Close here, with 
a moist radianoe of joy in her old eyes : once again — not many 
times more— poihaps never onoe more : and then it is all done, 
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and that part of the universal destiny is for me also complete. It 
is not a meriy place this world— it is a stem and awful place. Soon 
after my arrival, I flung myself upon a bed and fell fast asleep. I 
am very unwell, so far as biliary and other confusions go. Yes- 
terday I did not sleep long, and to-day I awoke at four o'cloclr. 
Deep silence and some friendly pillow, watched by some victoHous 
loving one, to lay my head on, that was the thing for me, and that 
is not to be had here. The loving ones here are all wnvictorious 
too. I do not remember a more miserable set of hours for most 
part than those since I left you. But we will hope for a good 
issue out of them too— nay, believe in it, and manfully strive with 
our best strength for it. That will do something. That will do 
instead of all. Oh, my dearest, how little I can make thee know 
of me ! In what a black baleful cloud for myself and thee are 
all our affairs involved to thy eyes, at this moment threatening 
shipwreck if we do not mind ! 

There will clearly be no continuing for me here beyond a very 
few days. Jack has adjusted himself into the direction of all the 
mechanism of this house, and there is not room for both of us at 
all. I cannot hope for more than to get along without offence till 
I do the indispensably necessary, and then fly elsewhither to look 
for shelter ; back to Chelsea, I sometimes think. But, indeed, 
to-day I am below par in my dispiritment, as of a hanged man — 
one of the * weal wight men ' that sing after they are hanged. Cour- 
age, courage ! I say, we will not surrender to the Devil yet — ^we 
will defy him yet, and do the best we can to set our foot on the 
throat of him yet. . . 

My mother enters with a message of kind remembrances to you 
— emphatic earnest message, evidently far sincerer than such almost 
ever are. Poor old woman ! she said yesterday, * Does Jane never 
mean to see us again, then, at all ? ' To-day she repeats in other 
form the same sad thought, as sad, and kind, and truly affection- 
ate, I do believe, as dwells in any heart but my own for you at 
present. . . You will tell me about Haddington ^ when your 
resolution on it is once clear. I shall be ready at the end of next 
week — sooner, if the Barings, warned by these thunders and 
rains, decide on not coming. How incredible is it to my poor 
little Jeannie, and yet how certain in fact, that an intimation to 
that effect would be among the gladdest 1 could get in a small way 
during these days ! I will write to the lady to-morrow that I am 

* They were to have gone to Haddington together. 



334 <'aAyl£9 life in London. 

here Moording to esag^gemaxi, but of iniritefcian to her I CMiiiot 
bare much. This too, bj God's blessmg; what of integiifj sod 
propiietj there was in all this will ooe daj become dear to all 
parties. Oh, to think that mj aJBftction for Aas / — ^bnt I will not 
■peak on that thing at present Adieu, my own Jane, wiiom noth- 
ing can diride from me, Qod bless thee ever ! T. Cablylk. 

For several davs no answer at aU came from Mrs. 
Carljle, and he grew impatient. 

"What am I to make (he asked) of this oontinned ailenoe ? It 
snrelj is not fair. Write to me as brieflj as yon like— bnt write. 
There can be no propriety in punishing me by such feelings as these 
are. It is like seething a kid in its mother^s milk. If I cared less 
about you, the punishment would be less. It is not fair nor right 
What thoughts I have day and night I will not state at all till 
there come some means of getting belief to my wonds agaiiL Oh, 
if you could look into my heart of hearts, I do not think you 
could be angry with me, or sorry for yourself either ! May good 
angels instead of bad again visit you ! May / soon meet you 
again, for I still think I can be your good angel if yon will not 
too much obstruct me. 

On the point of starting on Augnst 14 to join his friends 
at Carlisle, he wrote again : — 

No word from you yet ; not the scrape of a pen this morning 
either. It is not right, my poor dear Jeannie I it is not just nor ac* 
cording to fact; and it deeply distresses and disturbs me who had 
no need of disturbance or distress otherwise, if all were well known 
to thee. But it is best that I suffer it with little commentary. To 
thee, also, I will believe it is no luxury. I said to myself last 
night, while tossing and tumbling amid thousandfold annoyances, 
outward and inward, * It is not fair all this — really it is not fedr.' 
I wanted to do none any injury. My one wish and aim tocis to 
pass among thorn without hurting any, doing good to some if I 
could. My own lot has been but emptiness, and they aU cry : 
* See, tliou hast taken something of mine ! * The jackass brayed, 
or the hoYHO noighod, or some of the children coughed, and roused 
lue from thone unprofitable reflections. Silence is better than most 
Bi^eoch in tho case. This, however, I will say and repeat : * The 
annals of insanity contain nothing madder than ''jealousy" di- 
rected against such a journey as I have before me to-da^.' B» 
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lieved or not, that is verily a fact. To the deepest bottom of my 
heart that I can sound, I find far other feelings, far other humours 
and thoughts at present than belong to * jealousy ' on your part. 
Alas ! alas ! I must, on the whole, allow the infernal deities to go 
their full swing : but madness shall not conquer, if all my saints 
can hinder it. Oh, my Jeannie ! my own true Jeannie ! bravest 
little life-companion, hitherto, into what courses are we tending ? 
God assist us both, and keep us free of frightful Niagaras and 
temptations of Satan. I am, indeed, very miserable. My mother 
asks : * No word from Jane yet ? ' And, in spite of her astonish- 
ment, I am obliged to answer : * None* 

It is ludicrous to contrast with all this tempest the fate 
of the expedition which was the occasion of it. The pro- 
jected tour with Mr. Baring and Lady Harriet lasted but 
five days, and was as melancholy as Mrs. Carlyle could 
have desired. They went from Carlisle to Moffat, sleep- 
ing ' in noisy cabins, in confused whiskey inns,' and in the 
worst of weather. The lady was cross ; Mr. Baring only 
patient and good-humoured. They had designed a visit to 
Drumlanrig : but ' the Buccleuch household gave notice 
that they had the hooping-cough,' and were not to be ap- 
proached ; and Beattock, near Moffat, was the furthest 
point of the journey. 

Beattock (Carlyle reported) was very bad. In blinks of fair 
weather we did tolerably well ; but they were rare. During rain 
we had to sit in a little room where neither £b:e in the grate nor 
the smallest chink of ventilation otherwise could be permitted. 
One grew half distracted, naturally, in such an element, and 
prayed for fair weather as the alternative of suicide. The brave 
Baring's cheerfulness and calmness never failed him for a moment. 

They had one fine day, which was given to Moffat and 
the neighbourhood, and then parted, the Barings to go on 
to the Highlands, Carlyle to reatreat to Scotsbrig again — 
' to sleep, and practical sense, and the free use of tobacco,' 
and to prepare for his trip to Ireland. Mrs. Carlyle was 
in no spirits for Haddington, and returned alone to her 
own resting-place in Oheyne Row, after a day or two with 
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Miss Jewsbury at Manchester. So the * weighty matter/ 
which had called up such a storm, was over, and the gale 
had blown itself out. She, like a sensible woman, crashed 
down her own dissatisfaction. The intimacy was to go on 
upon whatever terms Carlyle pleased, and she resigned 
herself to take a part in it, since there was no reasonable 
cause to be alleged for cessation or interruption. But the 
wound fretted inwardly and would not heal. She and her 
husband had quarrelled often enough before — ^they had 
quarrelled and made it up again, for they had both hot 
tempers and sharp tongues — but there had been at bottom 
a genuine and hearty confidence in each other, a strong 
sincere affection, resting on mutual respect and mutual ad- 
miration. The feeling remained essentially unbroken, but 
the fine edge of it had suffered. Small occasions of provo- 
cation constantly recurred. Mrs. Carlyle consented to stay 
with Lady Harriet and submit to her authority as often 
and as much as she required ; the sense of duty acting as 
pei-petual curb to her unpatience. But the wound burst 
out at intervals, embittering Carlyle's life, and saddening 
a disposition which did not need further clouds upon it. 
She wrote to him while he was at Scotsbrig about indif- 
ferent things in tlie spirit of the resolution which she had 
made, and he, manlike, believed that all was well again. 

To Jane Welsh CJarlyle. 

Scotsbrig : August 26, 1846. 
My dear Goody, — I had thy letter yesterday, at last. Many 
thanks for it, and do not keep me waiting so long again. No news 
could be welcomer than that you have been recreating and im- 
proving your mind by assiduous inspection of the works and ways 
of Manchester — most welcome unexpected news. The black spider- 
webs that take possession of one's fancy, making one poor little 
heart and soul all one Golgotha and Egyptian darkness, are best 
of all to be sent about their business — home to the Devil, whose 
they are — by opening one's eyes to the concrete fact of human life 
in some such way as that. Oh, my Goody I my own dear little 
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Jeannie ! But we will hope all that black business has now got 
safe into the past, and will not tear up our poor forlorn existence 
in so sad a way again. God be thanked you are better ; and now 
tell me that you eat a little food at breakfast as well as dinner, and 
I will compose myself till we meet. 

Total idleness still rules over me here. The brightest still 
autumn weather, blue skies, windless, with Noah*s ark clouds hung 
over them, plenty of good tobacco, worthless Yankee literature, 
and many ruminations on the moor or Linn — that is all ; Ihe voice 
of the Devil's caldron singing me into really a kind of waking 
sleep. In spite of cocks, children, bulls, cuddies, and various in- 
terruptions at night, I victoriously snatch some modicum of real 
sleep for most part, and could certainly improve in health were a 
continuance of such scenes of quiet permitted me. But it is not. 
I must soon lift anchor again and go. . . . Jenny and my 
mother are this day washing with all their might, cleaning up my 
soiled duds for me. 

August, 29. 

I lie totally inert here, like a dead dry bone bleaching in the 
silent sunshine ; often enough, my feeling of loneliness, of utter 
isolation in this universe, is great. Useful, I dare say. One re- 
quires, occasionally, to be somewhat severely taught. Abdallah, 
the Vizier, used to retire at intervals and contemplate the wooden 
clogs he had first started with, and found it do him good amid his 
vanities. Probably there may lie a little more work in me : nay, I 
think there will and shall. Complaint is not the dialect one 
should speak in. Courage ! . . . I shall like better to fancy you 
in Chelsea, earthquaking and putting all in order, than tossing 
and tumbling as you now are. Home, therefore, is the word, and 
remember one thing, to write a little oftener to me, and as near 
the old tone as you can come to, before the spider-webs got upon 
the loom at all. In me is no change, nor was, nor is like to be. 
Alas ! I do not much deserve to be loved by anybody — not much, 
or at all ; but I am very grateful if anybody will take the trouble 
to do it. God guide us all, for our pathway is sometimes intricate, 
and our own insight is now and then very bad. But there will 
come a day when all that will be intelligible again. I should bo 
miserable if I thought there would not. Again, courage I 
Vol. in.— 23 



CHAPTER XV. 

A.D. 1846-7. .ST. 51-4S3. 

8ix days in Ireland — John Mitchel — ^Betnm to Ixmdoii — ^Margaret 
Fuller — Visit to the Grange — ^Irish famine — ^Dr. Chalmers- 
Literature as a profession — Matlock — Sight near Bnxton — 
Visit to Ilochdale — John and Jacob Bright — ^Emerson comes 
from America — The * Jew Bill * — Hare's Life of Sterling — 
Plans for future books — Exodus from Houndsditch. 

Ikki^ani) had long been an anxions snbject of Carljle's 
meditations. It was t'le weak point of English constitu- 
tional government. The Constitution was tlie natural 
growtli of the English mind and cliaraeter. We had im- 
j>()se(l it upon the Irish in the confident belief that a 
hVst(Mn wliicli answered among ourselves must be excellent 
in itKclf, and bo equally suited for every other country 
and ])Ooi)Io. (!)arlyle'8 conviction was that even for Eng- 
land it was something temporary in itself, an historical 
plM»n<)nuMion which in time would cease to answer its pur- 
])(>80 even where it originated, and that Ireland was the 
we.Mk npot, where the failure was first becoming evident, 
lie hml wislietl to see the unfortun: te island with his own 
eyes, now particularly wlien its normal wretchedness was 
acctMituattMl by the potato blight and famine. He had no 
prestMit leisuiHi for a detailed survey, but he had resolved 
at lt»ast to look at it if only for a few days. 

On the last of August he left Scotsbrig, went to Dum- 
fries, and tbence nu\do a hasty visit to Craigenpiittock, 
which was now Ins own property, and where there was 
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business to be attended to. From Dumfries he went by 
coach to Ayr and Ardrossan, from which a steamer carried 
him at night to Belfast. Gavan Duffy and John Mitchel 
liad arranged to meet him at Drogheda. The drive 
thitlier from Belfast was full of instruction ; the scene all 
neuj to him ; the story of the country written in ruined 
cabins and uncultivated fields, the air poisoned with the 
fatal smell of the poisoned potato. He had an agreeable 
companion on the coach in a clever young Dublin man, 
who pleased him well. Drogheda must have had impres- 
sive associations for him. There is no finer passage in his 
' Cromwell ' than his description of the stern business 
once enacted there. But he did not stay to look for traces 
of Oliver. He missed his two friends through a mistake 
at the Post Oflice, and hurried on by railway to Dublin, 
where he stopped at the Imperial Hotel in Sackville 
Street. Here for a day or two he was alone. He had 
come for a glance at Ireland, and that was all which he got. 
He witnessed, however, a remarkable scene, the last ap- 
pearance of O'Connell, then released from prison, in Con- 
ciliation Hall. He says, long after: — 

I saw Conciliation Hall and the last glimpse of O'Connell, chief 
quack of the then world ; first time I had ever heard the lying 
scoundrel speak — a most melancholy scene to me altogether ; Con- 
ciliation Hall something like a decent Methodist Chapel, but its 
audience very sparse, very bad and blackguard-looking; brazen 
faces like tapsters, tavern-keepers, miscellaneous huckstei*s, and 
quarrelsome male or female nondescripts the prevailing type ; not 
one that you would have called a gentleman, much less a man of 
culture ; and discontent visible among them. The speech, on 
potato rot, most serious of topics, had not one word of sincerity, 
not to speak of wisdom, in it. Every sentence seemed to you a 
lie, and even to know that it was a detected lie. I was standing 
in the area in a small group of non-members and transitory peo- 
ple, quite near this Demosthenes of blarney, when a low voice 
whispered in high accent, * Did you ever hear such damned non- 
sense in all your life ? * It was my Belf ast-Drogheda coach com* 
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Iianion, and I tboroughlj agreed with him. Beggarly O'Connell 
made on* of Ireland straightway and never returned — crept under 
the Poi)e*8 i)etticoat to die (and be ' saved ' from what he had 
merited), the eminently despicable and eminently poisonous pro- 
fessor of blarney that he was. 

The Young Irelanders had waited at Drogheda, and only 
discovered their guest at last at Dundmm, to whicli he 
had gone to some address whicli Mr. Duffy had given him. 
Thei-e he was entertained at a large dinner-party. * Young 
Ireland almost in mass.' The novelist Carleton wasthei'e, 
* a genuine bit of old Ireland.' ' They talked and drank 
liquids of various strengths.' Carljle was scornful. The 
Young Irelanders fought fiercely with him for their own 
views ; but they liked him and he liked them, wild and 
unhopeful as he knew their projects to be. He could not 
see even the surface of Ireland without recognising that 
there was a curse upon it of some kind, and these young 
enthusiasts were at least conscious of the fact, and were 
not crying ' Peace ' when there was none. The next day he 
dined with one of them ; then, perhaps, the most notorious. 

Dined at Mitchers (he writes) with a select party, and ate there 
the last truly good potato I have met with in the world. Mitchers 
wife, especially his mother (Presbyterian parson's widow of the 
best Scotch type), his frugally elegant small house and table, 
pleased me much, as did the man himself, a fine elastic-spirited 
young fellow, whom I grieved to see rushing on to destruction, 
palpable, by attack of windmills, but on whom all my persuasions 
were thrown away. Both Duflfy and him I have always regarded 
as specimens of the best kind of Irish youth, seduced, like thou- 
sands of them in their early day, into courses that were at once 
mad and ridiculous, and which nearly ruined the life of both, by 
the big Beggarman who had 15,000/. a year, and, prok pitdr/r / the 
favour of English Ministers, instead of the pillory from them, for 
professing blarney with such and still worse results. 

' Poor Mitchel I ' (Carlyle said afterwards) * I told him 
ho would most likely be hanged, but I told him too they 
could not hang the immortal part of him.' 
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On the last day of his stay he was taken for a drive, one 
of the most beautiful in the world, by the Dargle and 
Powerscourt, and round through the Glen of the Downs 
to Bray. Before entering the Dublin mountains, they 
crossed the low rich meadows of the old Pale, the longest 
in English occupation, a fertile oasis in the general wretch- 
edness. I have heard that he said, looking over the thick 
green grass and well-trimmed fences and the herds of cat- 
tle fattening there, ' Ah, Duffy, tliere you see the hoof of 
the bloody Saxon.' This was his final excursion, a pleas- 
ant taste in the mouth to end with. The same evening 
his friends saw him on board the steamer at Kingstown ; 
and in the early morning of September 10 he was sitting 
smoking a cigar before tlic door of his wife's uncle's 
house in Liverpool till the household should awake and let 
him in. 

He had looked on Ireland, and that was all ; but he had 
seen enough to make intelligible to him all that followed. 
When he came again, three years later, the bubble had 
burst. Europe was in revolution; the dry Irish tinder 
had kindled, and a rebellion which was a blaze of straw 
had ended in a cabbage garden. Duffy, Mitchel, and 
others of that bright Dundrum party had stood at the bar 
to be tried for treason. Duffy narrowly escaped. The 
rest were exiled, scattered over the world, and lost to Ire- 
land for ever. Mitchel has lately died in America. The 
' immortal part ' of him still works in the Phenix Park 
and in dynamite conspiracies; what will come of it has 
yet to be seen. 

To the family at Scotsbrig Ireland had been a word of 
terror, and Carlyle hastened to assure them of his safe re* 
turn. 

Tell my dear mother (he wrote to his brother John) that the 
Papists have not hurt me in the least ; on the contrary, they were 
abundantly and over-abundantly kind and hospitable to me, and 
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man J % rough object has been pot in my head which may luefQllj 
smooth itaelf for me some dsy. 

In London, wlien he was again settled there, he had 
nothing of importance to attend to. Xo fresh work had 
risen upon him. There had been trouble with servants, 
&c. The establishment at Chejne Bow consisted of a 
single niaid-of-all-work, and to find a woman who would 
take such a place, and jet satisfy a master and mistress so 
sensitive to disorder, material or moral, was no easj mat- 
ter. Mrs. Carlyle has related her afflictions on this score; 
just then they had been particularly severe, and she had 
been worried into illness. The *fame' from ' Cromwell' 
had made Carlyle himself a greater object of curiosity than 
ever. He did not like being an object of curiosity. 

October 8, 1S16. 
Yefitomight (he says) there came a bevy of Americans from 
Emoi'son, cue Maigai-et Fuller, the chief figure of them, a strange 
lilting lean old moid, not neaiiy such a bore as I expected. Miss 
Martineau was here and is gone — ^to Norwich, after which to Egypt 
— broken into ntter wearisomeness, a mind reduced to these three 
elements : Inil>ecility, Dogmatism, and Unlimited Hope. I neyer 
in my life was more heartily bored with any creature. 

Margaret Fuller, then on her way to Italy to be married 
to a Count Ossoli there, and to be afterwards tragically 
drowned, has left an account of this meeting with Carlyle, 
and being an external view of him and by a clever woman, 
it deserves a place here. Her first evening at Cheyiio 
Kow, she says, 'delighted' her. Carlyle ^was in a very 
sweet humour, full of wit and pathos, without being over- 
l)earing and oppressive.' She was ' carried away with the 
rich flow of his discourse ; and the hearty noble earnest- 
ness of his personal being brought back the charm which 
was once upon hia writing before she wearied of it.' She 
admired his Scotch dialect, 'his way of singing his great 
full sentences so that each one was like the stanza of a 
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narrative ballad.' 'He talked of the present state of 
things in England, giving light witty sketches of the men 
of the day ; and some sweet homely stories he told of 
things he had known among the Scotch peasantry. . . . 
There was never anything so witty as his description of 

. It was enough to kill one with laughing.' ' Xor 

was he ashamed to laugh himself when he was amused ; ' 
' he went on in a cordial human fashion.' 

On a second visit the humour was less sweet, though 
' more brilliant,' and Miss Fuller was obliged to disagree 
with everything that he said. 

The worst of hearing Carlyle (she says, and she is very con-ecfc 
in this) is that you cannot interrupt him. I understand the habit 
and power of haranguing have increased very much upon him, so 
that you are a perfect prisoner when he has once got hold of you. 
To interrupt him is a physical impossibility. If you get a chance 
to remonstrate for a moment, he raises his voice and bears you 
down. True he does you no injustice, and with his admirable 
penetration sees the disclaimer in your mind, so that you are not 
morally delinquent ; but it is not pleasant to be unable to utter it. 

This was not the last meeting, for the Carlyles in turn 
spent an evening with their new American acquaintances. 
Mazzini was there, whom Miss Fuller admired especially, 
and had perceived also to be ' a dear friend of Mrs. Car- 
lyle.' 'Mazzini's presence,' she writes, 'turned the con- 
versation to Progress and ideal subjects, and Carlyle was 
fluent in invectives on " rosewater imbecilities." Mazzini, 
after some efforts to remonstrate, became very sad.' Mrs. 
Carlyle said to Miss Fuller : ' These are but opinions to 
Carlyle ; but to Mazzini, who has given his all, and helped 
to bring his friends to the scaffold in pursuit of such ob- 
jects, it is matter of life and death.' 

All Carlyle*s talk that evening (she goes on) was a defence of 
mere force, success the test of right. If people would not behave 
well, put collars round their necks. Find a hero, and let them bo 
his slaves. It was very Titanic and Anticelestial. I wish the last 
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eyening had been more melodious. However, I bade Carlyle fare- 
well with feelings of the warmest friendship and admiration. We 
cannot feel otherwise to a great and noble nature, whether it har- 
monise with one's own or not. I never appreciated the work he 
has done for his age till I saw England — I could not. You must 
r.^and in the shadow of that mountain of Shams to know how hard 
it is to cast light across it. 

Cheyne Row being made uncomfortable by change of 
servants, an invitation to Carlyle and his wife to stay at 
tlie Grange was accepted without objection on either side. 
Objections on that score were not to be raised any more. 
Mrs. Carlyle liked old Lord and Lady Ashburton well, 
and the Grange was one of the pleasantest houses in Eng- 
land. But it proved to be one of the great autumn 
gatherings which were a mere reproduction or London so- 
ciety. The visit lasted a fortnight, and gave little pleas- 
ure to either of them. The men were shooting all day ; 
the women dispersed to their rooms in the forenoon, met 
at luncheon, strolled or rode in the af teiTioon ; none of 
them did anything, and Carlyle was a fish out of water. 
He says : — 

It was a sti'ange nightmare of smoke and flame, indigestion and 
Donothingism, which I was very willing to see end. We had 
many people there, nearly all insignificant except by their man- 
ners and rank. Old Rogers stayed the longest, indeed as long as 
ourselves. I do not remember any old man (he is now eighty- 
three) whose manner of living gave me less satisfaction. A most 
sorrowful, distressing, distmcted old phenomenon, hovering over 
the rim of deep eternities with nothing but light babble, fatuity, 
vanity, and the frostiest London wit in his mouth. Sometimes I 
felt as if I could throttle him, the poor old wretch ! but then sud- 
denly I reflected * it is but for two days more.* Pity the sonows 
of a poor old man ! Lady Harriet lived mostly in her own apai*t- 
ments, dined at another hour than we, and, except at breakfast and 
tea, did not much appear. 

The Grange was Lord Ashburton*8, his son, Mr. Bar- 
ing, and Lady Harriet living (as has been seen), when not 
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in London or Addiscombe, at Bay House, near Alverstoke. 
Mrs. Carlyle, after the Grange visit, became very ill, con- 
fined to bed for three weeks with cough and incessant 
headache. The new servant did not understand her busi- 
ness. Carlyle himself was ' totaUy idle^ trying merely to 
read books, and the books a disgust to him.' Lady Har- 
riet, when Mrs. Carlyle became able to move, proposed 
that she and her husband should spend a month with her 
at Bay House for change of air. Mr. Baring had many 
engagements, and for part of the time she would be 
alone. Carlyle, writing to his brother about it, said ' that 
he did not regard this scheme as quite unquestionable, and 
so liad rather held back, but Jane having engaged for it 
would go through with the affair.' Lady Harriet was 
most attentive ; she secured them a separate compartment 
on. the railway. Her carriage was waiting at the station 
with rugs, wrappings, and hot-water bottles. They went 
in the middle of January. On the 28th Carlyle wrote : — 

We have terribly windy weather here, otherwise genial and of 
mild temperature. We are doing very tolerably well. In the end 
of last week Jane took sore throat, and for three days she had a 
veiy bad time of it ; but now the disorder is quite gone, and she 
is visibly better than before for a long time past. I myself do 
little reading, little of anything, rove about in silence among the 
whins and shingle beaches here, and I suppose shall get profit in 
the long run. 

February brought other visitors, Buller, Milnes, &c. 
Lady Anne Charteris, who lived near Bay House, came 
often to sit with Mrs. Carlyle and play chess with her. 
On the 15th, when the month was near out, he could send 
a good account to his mother. 

To Margaret Carlyle^ Scotsbrig, 

Bay House : Feb. 15, 1847. 
Jane has greatly improved in health ; indeed she is now about 
as well as usual, and we hope may now do well henceforth. I 
myself expect if we were home again to feel somewhat better. 
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Certainly I ought to be po : for I have gone hone idle these ioxa 
weeks and more, and have been well done to every way. Bnt the 
C^reat tumult of servants and equipments here considerably con- 
fuses me always while it lasts. ... I have passed great part 
of my time alone^ wandering in silence by the shore of the sea, or 
among the shallow lanes up and down, which is not an unprofit- 
able thing either in its course. The memory of many things which 
it were not good at all to forget rises with strange clearness on me 
in these solitudes, very touching, very sad, out of the depths of 
the old dead yeara. Oh ! my dear old mother, what a stupendous 
thing is this human life, that we live in many cases as if it were of 
no consequence ! When I think of those old dear ones that are 
with Grod, and how we shall all soon be there ourselves, I have no 
word to say.' 

Ireland weighed heavily on his thoughts. Each post 
brought news this spring of a land stricken with death. 
He liad seen the place, and could realise what was passing 
there. Tens of thousands were perishing, and the wretched 
people, having lost their potatoes, were refusing even to 
plough. 'Why,' they asked, 'should they raise a crop, 
when the landlords would come and take it all ? ' The 
Government would be obliged to feed them, whether thev 
worked or not. ' Xever,' he cried, ' was there such a scene 
as Ireland.' He longed to write something on it, but felt 
that he did not yet see through the problem. Naj^, he 
believed an equal catastrophe lay over England herself, 
if she did not mend her ways. It was to this that he 
must next direct himself, when he could determine how; 
but there was no longer any immediate need to write any- 
thing. He would pause and consider. ' Frederick ' was 
still far off, nearer subjects were more pressing. 

To Margaret Carlyle, Scotshrig, 

Chelsea : March 8, 1847. 
In the way of putting pen to paper I am still altogether inac- 
tive, and decline every offer made to me by such poor hawkers as 
call on me by chance for that object ; but in the way of sorting 

> The remainder of this letter is missing. 



the abstmse confnsioiis within mj own self (which I suppose is 
the first condition of writing to anj pnipoee) I have pl^itr to do ; 
and for doing it I find one good condition is to koidyour tongue^ if 
you can. Happilj I now can. Mj poor books bnng me in a little 
money now to fill the meal baiiel eveiy year, and the wealth of ail 
the Bank of England is daily a smaller and smaller object to me ; 
indeed it is long since well near no object at all, which is perha]..i 
a very good definition of being extremely richj the ' richest author 
in Britain ' at present. I think I shall hold my tongue for a pretty 
while yet ; and tJien^ if I live, there will another word perhaps be 
found in me which I shall be obliged to speak — a terribly hard 
job when it comes. I read books, but seldom find any that con- 
tain what I want. Indeed, one's busiest time is often when alto- 
gether silent and quiescent, if one can stand to that rightfy. 

In a postscript to tliis letter be eneloeed a five-pound 
note, part of which his mother was to give, if she liked, to 
^ Jenny ' as a present from herself, tliat bis sister might 
not feel too heavily obliged to him — one of his character- 
istic bits of fine delicacy. In return came hams, butter, 
&c., from Scotsbrig, unceasing and affectionate exchanges. 
The months went by. The season brought its usual dis- 
tractions, but he stayed mostly at home. 

London (he wrote on May 21) is an awful whirl this month, but 
we try to have but little to do with it — nothing for most part but 
a glimpse at it once a day, and a thankful return out of the noise 
and discord back to the river-side here, and to the sight of coun- 
tiy fields and the company chiefly of books and one's own thoughts 
again. . . . We had a flying visit from Jeffrey last week. Ho 
has been in the Isle of Wight and other regions hereabouts for 
health's sake. He was just then on his way for Edinburgh again, 
looking thin, but brisk enough, scarcely a little more seinous as ho 
grows older, in fact the same old man. We are always very happy 
with him for a little, but could not stand it Icmg^ I think, without 
coming upon innumerable points of discrepancy. A much more 
interesting visitor than Jeffrey was old Dr. Chalmers, who came 
down to us also last week, whom I had not seen before for, I think, 
five-and-twenty years. It was a pathetic meeting. The good old 
man is grown white-headed, but is otherwise wonderfully little al- 
tered—grave, deliberate, very gentle in liis deportment, but with 
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plenty too of soft energy ; fall of interest still for all serions things, 
full of real kindliness, and sensible even to honest mirth in a fair 
measure. He sate with ns an hour and a half, went away with our 
blessings and affections. It is long since I have spoken to so good 
and really pious-hearted and beautiful old man. 

Chalmers had never forgotten Carlyle, whom he had 
Been long before with Irving at Glasgow. He had watched 
his progress, recognised the essential piety of his nature 
under the forms of lieterodoxy, and in ' Cromwell ' had 
seen a noble addition to the worthy kind of English lit- 
erature. He had gone to Cheyne Row to express his feel- 
ings, and look once more on Carlyle's face. Neither he 
nor his host guessed then how near he stood to the end of 
his pilgrimage. 

To Margaret Carli/le, Scotsbrig. 

Chelsea: June 19, 1847. 
I mentioned to you that Dr. Chalmers had seen ns here for an 
hour one day, and how interesting it was. We thought we had 
hardly ever seen a finer-looking old man, so peaceable, so hopeful, 
modest, pious. You have since heard of his sudden call from this 
world. I beHeve there is not in all Scotland, or all Europe, any 
such Chi-istian priest left. It will long be memorable to us, the 
little visit we had from him. And O'CJonnell, too, the wretched 
blustering quack, is dead ; died with his mouth full of supersti- 
tious nonsense, among other things. Unfortunate old man ! on 
what side could he look with clearness of hope ? He had been 
lying, as no good man ever does or did, openly for fifty years, 
preaching to the Irish that they were just about to get Bepeal from 
the EngHsh and become a glorious people — ^being indeed noble 
men at bottom, though to ail appearance blackguards and lying 
slaves — and he leaves them sinking into universal wreck, and 
nothing but their connection with England between the whole 
mass of them and black death. To him for one I will not raise a 
monument. 



With the hot weather came a visit to Addiscomb 
visits to the Barings, at one place or another, continually 
recurring, in which Mrs. Carlyle was as often as possible 
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ineladed. Tliere is nothing to be said, save that Lady 
Harriet's attentions to her were unremitting. Carlyle 
himself was still what he called idle, i.e.j incessantly read- 
ing all kinds of books, and watching the signs of the 
times. Of books freshly coming out he read, among 
others, Maurice's * Religions of the World,' on which lie 
wrote to Maurice with warm compliments. Another let- 
ter written this summer is worth quoting for the advice it 
contains to young men wishing to make literature their 
profession. Some stranger from Manchester had writ- 
ten to consult him. Having time on his hands, he sent 
this reply : — 

Chelsea : Jnly, 1847. 

My dear Sir, — Unluckily it is not possible to answer yonr main 
inquiry. The incomes of literary men even of a high reputation 
vary, according as the men work for popularity by itself, or for 
other objects, from 4,000/. a year to perhaps 200/. or lower. Add to 
which that all such incomes are uncertain, fluctuating on the wildest 
chance, and that not one literary man in the hundred ever becomes 
popular or successful at alL You perceive it is like asking what 
may be the income of a man that shall decide to live by gambling. 
No answer to be given. Reporters to the daily papers, whose in- 
dustry is the humblest of all real or t^nservile kinds in literature, 
receive, as I have heard, about 200/. a year. Perhaps, all things 
considered, a man of sense, reduced to live by writing, would de- 
cide that, in the economical respect, these men's position was 
actually the best. By quitting reality again, and taking in to 
some popular department of literary rope-dandng, a person of real 
toughness and assiduity, not ashamed to feel himself a slave, but 
able even to think himself /ree and a king in rope-dancing well paid, 
contrives, with moderate talent otherwise, if he be really tough and 
assiduous, to gain sometimes considerable wages ; in other cases 
dies of heartbreak, drinking, and starvation. That really is his 
economic position, so far as I have seen it. But for a man really 
intent to do a man*8 work in literature in these times, I should say 
that even with the highest talent he might have to be fed often- 
times like Elijah, by the ravens ; and if his talent, though real, was 
not very high, he might easily see himself cut off from wages alto- 
gether ; all men saying to him, * The thing you have to offer us is, 
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in the supply and demand market, worth nothing whatever.' Such 
a man as that latter, if he could live at all, I should account him 
lucky. 

This, my generous young friend, this is the sad No answer I have 
to give you — a sad but a true one. The advice I ground on it you 
already discover — Not by any means to quit the solid paths of 
practical business for these inane froth oceans which, however gas- 
lighted they may be, are essentially what I have caUed them some- 
w here, base as Fleet Ditch, the mother of dead dogs. Surely it is 
bettor for a man to woi-k out his God-given faculty than merely to 
speak it out, even in the most Augustan times. Surely of all places 
iu this planet the plac3 where the gods do most need a working 
man of genius is Manchester, a pjace sunk in sordid darkness of 
every kind except the glitter of gold, and which, if it were once 
iiTadiated, might become one of the beautifullest things this sun 
has ever seen. Believe me yours, with real good will. 

Kinder than it looks, 

T. GABLYIiB. 

lie was himself to see Manchester this summer, and per- 
haps liis correspondent there. At the end of July he took 
his wife to Matlock for change of air. At Matlock they 
were joined by the now famous W. E. Forster, then one 
of his ardent admirers, and accompanied him to his house 
at Rawdon, whence Carlyle sent his mother, as usual, an 
account of his adventures, which is curious as showing his 
habits of observation and the objects which most interested 
him. He had seen all the watering-places, the wonders of 
wonders in Derbyshire, 'the DevilVi-Peak,' 'the horrid 
cavern so called,' &c. 

Among the sights (he says) was that of a lone old woman living 
literally like a rabbit, burrowed under ground. This was near 
Buxton, a sight worth remembering. There are huge quarries of 
lime there ; the rubbish, ashes of the kilns, &c., when many years 
exposed to the weather, hardens into real stone, and is then a kind 
of rocky moleheap of large dimensions, with grass on the top. 
The natives then scrape out the inside, and make a cottage of the 
upper crust ! There are five or six such huts in that place, and 
used to be more. This poor old woman and her hut were all as 
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tidy as a new pin, whitewashed, scoured, &c. ; a most sensible, 
haughty, and even dignified old woman ; had been bom there, had 
lost father, mother, husband, son there, and was drinking her poor 
tea there in dignified solitude when we came, no company with Ler 
but a cat, and no wish to have any, she said, ' till the Lord was 
ple£ised to take her to those she had lost.' An elder sister, up 
wards of fourscore, inhabiting with some children and grandchil 
dren a similar cave not far oflf, had just fallen into the fire and 
been buTut to death two days before. None of us, I think, will 
ever forget that poor old woman, with her little teapot, her neat 
mulch and black ribbon, her lean hook nose and black old eyes as 
sharp as eagles'. We left a shilling with her and great respect, 
and came oui* way. 

He might now liave had his choice among the great 
houses of the land if he had cared to visit them, but he 
steadily reserved every available autumn for his mother. 
The week at Rawdon being over, his wife went home, and 
lie made for Scotsbrig, pausing at Manchester with Miss 
Jewsbury and her brotlier Frank to see iron works and 
cotton mills ; to talk with some of the leaders of the work- 
ing men, who were studying his writings with passionate 
interest, and himself to be stared at in the Jewsbury draw- 
ing-room by the idle and curious. The most interesting 
of his Manchester adventures was a day at Rochdale, when 
he made acquaintance with Mr. Jacob Bright and his dis- 
tinguished brother. 

To Jane Welsh Carfyle, 

Scotsbrig : September 13, 1847. 
The mills ! oh the fetid, fuzzy, ill-ventilated mills ! And in 
Sharp's cyclopean smithy * do you remember the poor * grinders ' 
sitting underground in a damp dark place, some dozen of them, 
over their screeching stgne cylinders, from every cylinder a sheet 
of yellow ^re issuing, the principal light of the place? And the 
men, I was told, and they themselves knew it, and * did not mind 
it,* were all or mostly killed before their time, their lungs being 
ruined by the metal and stone dust ! Those poor fellows, in their 
paper caps with their roaring grindstones, and their yellow ori' 

^ Mrs. Carlyle had been there in a previous year. 
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flammei of fire, all grinding themselves so quietly to death, will 
never go out of mj memory. In signing my name, as I was made 
to do, on quitting that Sharp establishment, whose name think 
you stood next, to be succeeded by mine ? In a fine flowing char- 
acter, Jenny LincTs f Dickens and the other Player Squadron (want- 
ing Forster, I think) stood on the same page. 

I will tell you about Bright and Brightdom, and the Bochdale 
Bright mill some other day. Jacob Bright, the younger man, and 
actual manager at Bochdale, rather pleased me — a kind of delicacy 
in his featui'es when you saw them by daylight — at all events, a 
decided element of * hero-worship,' which of course went for much. 
But John Bright, the Anti-Gomlaw member, who had come across 
to meet me, with his cock nose and pugnacious eyes and Barclay- 
Fox-Quaker collar — John and I discorded in our views not a little. 
And, in fact, the result was that I got to talking occasionally in 
the Annandale accent, and conmiunicated large masses of my 
views to the Brights and Brightesses, and shook peaceable Bright- 
dom as with a passing earthquake ; and, I doubt, left a very ques- 
tionable impression of myself there ! The poor young ladies 
(Quaker or ex-Quaker), with their * abolition of Capital Punish- 
ment * — Ach Gott ! I had great remorse of it all that evening ; but 
now begin almost to think I served them right. Any way we can- 
not help it ; so there it, and Lancashire in general, may lie for the 
present. 

At Scotsbrig, when he reached it, he sank into what he 
called ' stagnation and magnetic sleep.' ' Grey hazy dispirit- 
ment, fit for nothing but tobacco and silence.' In his own 
country he was as solitary as in a foreign land, and had 
more than ever the feelings of a ghost. Even with his 
mother he conld talk less freely than usual, for he found 
her • terribly sensitive on the Semitic side of things,' and 
he was beginning to think that he must write something 
about that — the ' Exodus from Houndsditch,' as he termed 
it, being a first essential step towards all improvement. 
The news from Ireland disgusted him, 'Meagher of the 
Sword ' talking open treason. 

I think (he said) the native people are ripening towards rebel 
lion, and are not unlikely some of them to get hanged before all 
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end. Oh that illustrious O'Connell ! how fast his lies, like dragons* 
teeth, are sprouting up into armed and mad men I The wonder- 
fullest benefaction he that even this foolish age has crowned with 
vivats and welcomed as one sent from heaven ! 

He wandered about the moors at night, 'the driving 
clouds and moaning winds Lis only company.' Even these 
were not impressive, ' for his heart was sunk into its cell, 
and refused to be impressed.' He ' said silently to the 
muddy universe, Yes, thou art there then ; the fact is no 
better than so. Let me recognize the fact, and admit it 
and adopt it' 

He had reasons for uneasiness besides the state of the 
universe. His wife had been ill again. Lady Harriet 
Baring, hearing she was alone in Cheyne Row, had can-ied 
her off to Addiscombe, and little guessing the state of her 
mind, and under the impression that she was hypochon- 
driacal, had put her under a course of bracing. Slie 
wanted wine when she was exhausted ; Lady Harriet 
thought wine unwholesome. She was not allowed to go 
to bed when tortured with headache. She suffered from 
^old, and lighted a fire in her bedroom. Fires were not 
allowed at Addiscombe so early in the autumn, and tlie 
housemaid removed the coals. Lady Harriet meant only 
to be kind, but was herself heaping fuel on a fire of a more 
dangerous sort. Carlyle himself was relieved when he 
heard that ' she was at home again, out of that constrained 
lodging.' ' My mother's rage,' lie wrote, ' lias been con- 
siderable ever since she heard of it ; " that the puir creature 
could na get a bit fire ! not so much as a bit of fire for a' 
their grandeur.'" Money, if you exclude better things 
which are apt to go with the want of it, is of small value 
to the possessor or others. True enough ! but one asks 
with wonder why he could not tell Lady Harriet plainly 
that, if she wished for his wife's friendship, she must ti*eat 
her differently ; why he insisted on the continuance of an 

Vol. hi. —23 
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intimacy which could never become an affectionate one, 
histead of accepting and adopting the facts, as a condition 
of the mud in the universe. His mother was full of tender- 
ness for her forlorn daughter-in-law. She insisted, when 
Carlyle was going home, on sending her * a pair of coarse 
knit stockings' by him, 'though he said she would never 
wear them, and two missionary narratives, which even he 
could not be persuaded to read.' He was to write his 
wife's name in them at Chelsea, and say, ' from her old, 
withered mother.' 

Two bad nights before his departure sent him off in a 
dreary condition. ' Ah me ! ' he exclaimed, 'my poor old 
mother, poor old Annandale, poor old life in general ; and 
in this shattered state of nerves all stands before one with 
such a glaring ghastliness of hideous reality.' 

It is curious that a man with such powerful practical 
sense should have indulged such feelings. It was * the 
nature of the beast,' as he often said, but he was evidently 
much disturbed. He was at home by the second week in 
October, where an unexpected pleasure was waiting for 
him. His friend Emerson had arrived from Boston. 
Between Emerson and him there had been affectionate 
correspondence ever since they had met at Craigenputtock. 
Emerson had arranged for the publication of his books in 
the United States, and had made his rights respected 
there. He in turn had introduced Emerson's Essays to 
the English world by a preface, and now Emerson had 
come in person to show himself as a lecturer on English 
platforms. I remember this visit. I already knew Emer- 
son by his writings ; I then learned to know him person- 
ally, for he came to see us at Oxford, and his conversation, 
perhaps unknown to himself, had an influence on my after 
life. On his first landing he was a guest at Cheyne Row, 
and then went away to Manchester. 'I rather think,' 
Carlyle wrote shortly after, 'his popularity is not very 



great hitherto. Ills doctxiDes are too aiij and thin for 
the 6olid practical heads of the Lancashire regi<Hi. TTe 
had ioiinense talking with him h^e, but found he did not 
give us mach to chew the cod upon — found, in fact^ that 
he came with the rake rather than the dioveL He is a 
pare high-minded man, bnt I think his talent is not quite 
so high as I had anticipated.' 

A far more important thing was what Carlyle was next 
to do himself, for as long as he was idle he was certain to 
be miserable — ^and he had been idle now for more than a 
3'ear. He brought oat another edition of his * Miscel- 
lanies ^ this antamn. 

These books of mine, poor things! (he said, in sending his 
mother a copy) bring me in some money now, like cows that give 
a drop of milk at last, though they had a terrible time of it as 
calves. lict ns be thankfuL It is better to have one^s evil dt^s 
when one is yonng than when one is old. 

The ' French Revolation ' was going into another edition 
also. For this and the * Miscellanies ' he was paid 600^ 
So that he could say : — 

I am pretty well in funds at present, not chased about as I usod 
to be by the haggard Shade of Beggary, which is a gi^eat i>3lief to 
me. I am very thankful for my poverty, and for my delivoranoe 
from it in good time. 

In January came an indispensable visit to the Barings, 
Mrs. Carlyle was to have gone, and thoy wore to have 
stayed four weeks ; but the winter was cold ; she was 
feeble, and afraid of a chill. Wish to go she of course had 
none ; and though Lady Harriet wrote warmly pressing 
letters, she insisted on remaining at homo. Carlyle wont, 
but if he describes his condition correctly, he could hardly 
have been an agreeable guest. For him there was no 
peace but in work, and life in such houses was organ isod 
idleness. To his mother he speaks of himself as wander- 
ing disconsolately on the shore watching the gangs of 



356 Carlyle*s Life in London. 

Portsmouth convicts ; to his wife as * unslept, dyspeptic, 
bewildered.' 

Acti Gott ! (he writes to her). Why do I complain to poor thee, 
confined to thy own bed at present ? Well, I will not complain. 
Only, if you had been strong, I would have told you how very weak 
and wretched I was. Some time about three, I think, I got asleep 
af 'er bathing, woke again some time after five, went ont of doors 
to smoke, had slept about three minutes more when the valet, with 
his bnished clothes, staited me up again, and there it ended. 
That is my history, an excuse at least for incoherent writing. In 
fact, if it wore not for my own consolation— for I know thou lovest 
me in spite of thy harshnesses and mistrusts — I think I need not 
have written at all. It seemed to me last night with triple and ten- 
fold emphasis what it has all along seemed, that I had been much 
better in my own bed at Chelsea. 

He was worried, he said, with * the idleness, the folly, 
the cackling and noise.' Milnes was his best resource. 
Milnes had come, and the Taylors and Bullers and Bear 
Ellice, and the usual circle ; but it would not do. He was 
sickly, dispirited, unwell. 

I have (he said) with less suffering and exertion compassed the 
attendance of six college classes in my time. Perhaps there is a 
lesson in this. Nay, doubtless there is, and I hope I shall leam 
it, for the fees are not inconsiderable. My reflections in my few 
hours of solitude in the early mornings, amid the tramplings and 
trottings, ought to be of a didactic nature. 

Again a little later: — 

For me, I feel as if it were little I had got here, or were likely 
to get, but a huge nightmare of indigestion, insomnia, and fits of 
black impatience with myself and others — self chiefly. ... I 
am heartily sick of my dyspeptic bewilderment and imprisonment 
Something beautiful and good is in the heart of the thing too, but 
it is clearly not for me (at least so seems it) to unravel and get hold 

of. says little except elaborate nothingness to the women, or 

with solemnity reads Shakespeare. We are a pretty society, but a 
distracted one. Ten days of such, with a cold to help, is about 
enough, I guess. 
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Enough it proved ; he could stand no more of it, and 
fled home. But it is impossible not to ask ' What was 
Carlyle doing in such a galley ? ' Why was he there at 
all ? It is with real relief that 1 approach the end of the 
half-enchanted state into which he had fallen after ' Crom- 
well.' It had been a trying time, both for his wife and 
for him. The next letter, written after he had got back 
from Bay House, gives the first glimpses of intended fresh 
occupation. 

To Margaret Carlyle, Scotshrig, 

Chelsea : Feb. 12, 1848. 

Jane has had rather a wearisome bout of it ; never veiy ill, but 
feeble, coughing, and quite unable to front the bad season with 
any freedom. She got out of her rocnn about a week ago, went 
and had a short walk in the streets one day, but has never ven- 
tured out since, the weather, though bright, having grown a little 
frosty. She stirs about the house now, and her cough is well nigh 
quite gone. If the sun were faii-ly on his feet, she too will be re- 
established, I think. ... A book consisting of my poor friend 
John Sterling's scattered writings has just come out, edited by one 
Julius Hare, an Ai-chdeacon, soon to be a Bishop, they say ; a good 
man, but rather a weak one, with a Life of Sterling which by no 
means contents me altogether. Probably one of my first tasks will 
be something in reference to this work of poor Sterling's ; for he 
left it in charge to me too, and I surrendered my share of the task 
to the Archdeacon, being so busy with * Cromwell ' at the time. 
But I am bound by very sacred considerations to keep a shaip eye 
over it, and will consider what can now be done.^ Sterling was a 
noble creature, but had too little patience, and indeed too thin 
and sick a constitution of body, to tarn his fine gifts to the best 
account. 

The Parliament has come back, and the town, especially our 
Western quarter of it, is getting very loud with carriages and popu- 
lation again. But we hitherto have little to do with all that. 
There has been, as you might see, much vain controversy about a 

* Emerson told me that in the summer of this year 1848 he and Carlyle 
talked over this subject. They concluded that Sterling was too considerable 
a man to be set up as a ' theological cockshy,' and that cither Carlyle or he 
himself must write a true account of him. 
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certaiu very useless Dr. Hampden and his being made a bishop 
against the will of some. Nothing could seem to me more entirely 
contemptible and deplorable than the whole fig^ure of that thing 
has been. Now they ai'e for getting Jews into Parliament. For 
the * Jew Bill/ too, I would not give half a snuff of tobacco, for or 
against We will leave that too, and much else, to fight its own 
battle. 

He does not tell his mother, as lie might have done in 
this last paragraph, that he had been invited to take a share 
in that battle. I tell the story as he told it to me. Some 
time while the Jew Bill was befoi-e Parliament, and the 
fate of it doubtful. Baron Rothschild wrote to ask him to 
write a pamphlet in its favour, and intimated that he might 
name any sum which he liked to ask as payment. I in- 
quired how he had answered. ' Well,' he said, * I had to 
tell him it couldn't be ; but I observed, too, that I could 
not conceive why he and his friends, who were supposed 
to be looking out for the coming of Shiloh, should be 
seeking seats in a Gentile legislature.' I asked what 
Baron Rothschild had said to that. ' Why,' Carlyle said, 
' he seemed to think the coming of Shiloh was a dubious 
business, and that meanwhile, &c. &c.' 

The Journal had remained almost a blank for four years, 
only a few trifling notes having been jotted down in it, 
but it now contains a long and extremely interesting entry. 
The real Carlyle is to be especially looked for in this book, 
for it contains his dialogues with his own heart. 

JouimdU 

Feb, 9, 1848. — Chapman's money* all paid, lodged now in the 
Dumfries Bank. New edition of * Sartor * to be wanted soon. My 
poor books of late have yielded me a certain fluctuating annual in- 
come ; at all events, I am quite at my ease as to money, and that 
on such low terms. I often wonder at the luxurious ways of the 
age. Some 1,500/., I think, is what has accumulated in the bank. 
Of fixed income (from Craigenputtock) 150/. a year. Perhaps as 

> Chapman & Hall, now Carlylc's pubUshers. 
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much from my books may lie fixed amid the huge fluctuation 
(last year, for instance, it was 800/. ; the year before 100/. ; the 
year before that about 700/. ; this year again it is like to be 100/. ; 
the next perhaps nothing — very fluctuating indeed) — some 300/. in 
all, and that amply suffices me. For my wife is the best of house- 
wives ; noble, too, in reference to the property which is hei^s, which 
she has never once in the most distant way seemed to know to be 
hers. Be this noted and remembered ; my thrifty little lady — 
eveiy inch a lady— ah me ! In short, I authentically feel indiffer- 
ent to money, would not go this way or that to gain more money. 
So do the Destinies reward us ; not in the way we expected, but 
in a far diviner way. They do make us rich if we have deserved 
to be so. How rich, for example, is Hudson, Eling of Railways ? 
For certain quantities of yellow metal you can still command him 
to go lower than any shoeblack goes, to make himself an unJiang' 
able swindler namely. That, I undei*stand, as it was explained to 
me, has been and is the intrinsic nature of many of his opei*ations. 
In sane hours I sometimes feel a pious thankfulness on the eco- 
nomic side. 

For above two years now I have been as good as totally idle, 
composedly \jm^ fallow. It is frightful to think of ! After get- 
ting out of * Cromwell,' my whole being seemed to say, more 
sulkily, more weariedly than ever before, * What good is it ? * I 
am wearied and near heartbroken. Nobody on the whole * believes 
my report.* The friendliest reviewers, I can see, regard me as a 
wonderful athlete, a ropedancer whose perilous somersets it is 
worth sixpence (paid into the Circulating Library) to see ; or at 
most I seem to them a desperate half mad, if usefullish fireman, 
rushing along the ridge tiles in a frightful manner to quench the 
burning chimney. Not one of them all can or will do the least to 
help me. The blockheads ! A snuff of tobacco for them and 
theii* eulogies too ! This is what they and their sweet voices are 
worth. Neither does Art, &c., in the smallest hold out with me. 
In fact, that concern has all gone down with me, like ice too thin 
on a muddy pond. I do not believe in " Art " — nay, I do believe 
it to be one of the deadliest cants ; swallowing, it too, its heca- 
tombs of souls. So that the world, daily growing more unspeak- 
able in meaning to me, as well as daily more inarticulate, and X 
quite indisposed to try speaking to it, the result has been silence 
and fallow, which, unless I will go mad, must end, as I begin to 
see, before long. * Too much to say,' I suppose, is not so bad a 
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complaint as * too little ; ' but it too is very troublesome. In briet 
nothing is — but by labour ^ which we call sorrow, misery, &c. Thou 
must gird uj) thy loins again and work another stroke or two be- 
fore thou die. 

At Alverstoke in January last, for the third time now, and veiy 
full of suffering in all ways there. Have seen a good deal of the 
higher ranks — plenty of lords, politicians, fine ladies, &c. Cer- 
tainly a new topdressing for me that, nor attainable either without 
periL Let me see if any growth will come of it, and what. The 
most striking conclusion to me is, how like all men of all ranks in 
England (and doubtless in every land) intrinsically are to one an- 
other. Our aiistocracy, I rather take ifc, are the best, or as good 
as any class we have ; but their x>osiLion is fatally awry. Their 
whole breeding and way of life is to go * gracefully idle ' — most 
tragically so ; and which of them can mend it ? X. was at Alver- 
stoke, dull to a degi'ee, commonplace, dogmatic, limited, product- 
ive of very little, yet something essentially genial, time, and friendly 
in the heart of him withal ; an ho)iest man, precious, though with 
only insular or even parish cultm'e— enveloped in Southeyisms, 
Shovel-hattisms, &c. Milnes also was there, fresh from Spain, 
full of sophistries aud socialities as usual. I was very solitaiy, 
sleepless, and unhappy all the time. Came off after ten days, as 
Jane could not risk venturing after me. . . . Alfred Tennyson 
here sometimes lately. Gone out of town with a certain Aubrey 
de Vere to Cun*agh Chase, Limerick. His * Princess,' a gorgeous 
piece of wiiting, but to me new melancholy proof of the futility of 
what they call * Art.' Alas ! Alfred too, I fear, will prove one of 
the saaHficed, and in very deed it is pity.* Emerson is now in 
England, in the North, lecturing to Mechanics* Institutes, &c.; in 
fact, though he knows it not, to a kind of intellectual canaille. 
Came here and stayed with us some days on his first arrival. Very 
3xotlc ; of smaller dimensions, too, and differed much from me, as 
a gymnosophist sitting idle on a floweiy bank may do from a 
wearied worker and wrestler passing that way with many of his 
bones broken. Good of him I could get none, except from his 
friendly looks and elevated exotic polite ways ; and he would nob 
let me sit silent for a minute. Solitary on that side, too, then ? 
Be it so, if so it must be. But we will try a little farther. Lone- 

* Carlyle mentions in one of his letters that it had been he who first set on 
foot the requisition to the Government for Tennyson^s pension. For himself 
h« never sought a pe^ision, nor would accept one when offered. 
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Ker man is not in this world that I know of . . . . No deliverance 
from * confusion,* from practical imc&i'tainty, and all its sad train 
of miseries and waste, is to be looked for while one continues in 
this world. Life consists, as it were, in the sifting of huge rubbish- 
mounds, and the choosing from them, ever with more or less error, 
what is golden and vital to us. 

Schemes of books to be now set about. 

^ Exodus from Houndsdltch,^ That, alas! is impossible as yet, 
though it is the gist of all writings and wise books, I sometimes 
think — the goal to be wisely aimed at as the fii-st of all for us. 
Out of Houndsditch, indeed I Ah, were we but out and had 
our own along with us ! But they that come out hitherto come in 
a state of brutal nakedness, scandalous mutilation ; and impartial 
bystanders say soiTowfully, * Return rather, it is better even to re- 
turn.* 

* Ireland: SpiHtual Sketches.* Begin with St. Colm. ; end with 
the 7'aJces of Mallow, All lies in Spiritualism. The outer miseries 
of Ireland, and of all lands, are nothing but the inevitable body of 
that soul. Had I more knowledge of Ireland, I could make some- 
thing of it in that form. 

* Life of John Sterling.* I really must draw up some statement 
on that subject — some picture of a gifted soul whom I knew, and 
who was my friend. Might not many things withal be taught in 
the course of such a delineation ? 

* The Scavenger Age.^ Chadwick's men are working in sight of 
me daily at present at Chelsea old Church. Our age is really up 
to nothing better than the sweeping oiU the gutter. Might it but 
do that well ! It is the indispensable beginning of all. 

The Exodus from Houndsditch Carlyle saw to be then 
impossible — impossible ; and yet the essential preliminary 
of true spiritual recovery. The 'Hebrew old clothes' 
were attached so closely to pious natures that to tear off 
the wrapping would be to leave their souls to perish in 
spiritual nakedness ; and were so bound up with the na- 
tional moral convictions that the sense of duty could not 
be separated f j'om a belief in the technical inspiration of 
the Bible. And yet Carlyle knew that it could do no 
good to anyone to believe what was untrue ; and he knew 
also that since science had made known to us the real re- 
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lation between this globe of oars and the stupendous uui- 
verse, no uiau whose mind and heart were sound could 
any longer sincerely believe in the Christian creed. The 
most that such a man could ariive at was to persuade him- 
self by i-efined reasonings that it might perhaps be true, 
that it could not be proved false, and that therefore he 
might profess it openly fix>m the lips outwards with a 
clear conscience. But the convictions which govern the 
practical lives of men are not remote possibilities, but con- 
crete certainties. As long as the ' Holy Place ' in their 
souls is left in possession of powerless opinions, they are 
practically without God in this world. The * wealth of 
nations ' comes to mean material abundance, and individ- 
ual duty an obligation to make money ; while intellect, 
not caring to waste itself on shadows, constructs philoso- 
phies to show that God is no necessity at all. Carlyle's 
faith, on the other hand, was that without a spiritual be- 
lief — ^a belief in a Divine Being, in the knowledge of 
whom and obedience to whom mortal welfare alone con- 
sisted — the human race musf degenerate into brutes. He 
longed, therefore, that the windows of the shrine should 
be washed clean, and the light of heaven let into it. The 
longer the acknowledgment of the facts regarding inspira- 
tion, &c., was delayed, the more hollow grew the estab- 
lished creeds, the falser the professional advocates of the 
creeds, the more ungodly the life and philosophy of the 
world. It was said of old, ' Woe unto you. Scribes and 
Pharisees, hypocrites ; for ye enter not in yourselves, and 
those that would enter in ye will not suffer.' 

Yes (he exclaimed), the Bedeemer liveth. He is no Jew, or 
image of a man, or surplice, or old creed, but the Unnameable 
Maker of us, voiceless, formless within our own soul, whose voice 
is every noble and genuine impulse of onr sonls. He is yet there, 
in us and around us, and we are there. No Eremite or fanatic 
whatever had more than we have ; how much less had most of 
them? 
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Why, then, did he find it impossible to speak plainly on 
this momentous snbject ? Because, as he had said of the 
poor priests at Bruges, because, false as they were, there 
was nothing to take tlieir places if they were cast out but 
the Gospel of Progress, which was falser even than they. 
God Himself would in due time build a new temple for 
Himself above the ruins of the old beliefs. He himselfj 
meanwhile, would do ill to wound simple hearts like that 
of his poor old mother. His resolution was often hardly 
tested. Often he would exclaim fiercely against ' detest- 
able idolatries.' Often, on the appearance of some more 
than usually insincere episcopal manifesto, he would wish 
the Bishops and all their works dead as Etruscan sooth- 
sayers. But the other mood was the more prevalent. He 
spoke to me once with loathing of Renan's ' Vie de J^sus.' 
I asked if he thought a true life could be written. He 
said, ' Yes, certainly, if it were right to do it ; but it is not.' 

The Exodus, nevertheless, always lay before him as a 
thing that would have to be, if men were ever to recover 
their spiritual stature. ' The ancient mythologies and 
religions,' he says in his Journal, ' were merely religious 
readings of the History of Antiquity, genial apprehensions, 
and genial (that is, always dimne) representations of the 
events of earthly life, such as occur yet, only that we have 
no geniality to take them up, nothing but stupidity to take 
them up with.' 

All sorrows are included in that, the fountain of degradation for 
the modem man, who is thereby reduced to baseness in every de- 
partment of his existence, and remains hopelessly captive and 
caitiff till that nightmare be lifted off him. Oh, ye Colleges of 
Ancient Art, Modem Art, High Art ! oh, ye Priest Sanhedrims ! 
ye Modem Colleges, Boyal Academies, ye Greek Nightmares, and 
still worse Hebrew Nightmares, that press out the soul of poor 
England and poor Europe, when will you take flight, and let us 
have a little breath, think you ? Exodus from Houndsditch, I be« 
Ueve, is the first beginning of such deliverance. 
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Almost forty years have passed since these words were 
written, and we still wait to be delivered. Nay, some 
think that we need no deliverance — avta irorafi&v Up&v 
yropowri irayai The water of life is again flowing in the 
old fountains. It may l)e so. The Ark of the Church 
has been repainted and gilded and decorated, and with 
architecture and coloured windows, and choral services, 
and incense, and candlesticks, and symbolic uniforms for 
mystic officiators, seemingly the dying body has been elec- 
trified into a semblance of animation. Is this life or merely 
galvanism ? There are other signs not favourable to the 
pretensions of the Church revivalists. The air has cleared. 
It is no longer a sin to say what one thinks, and power no 
longer weights the scale in favour of orthodoxy. Forty years 
ago the law said to a clei^man, ' You shall teach what 
the formulas prescribe, whether you believe it or not, and 
you shall stay at your post, even though you know that 
you disbelieve it ; for you shall enter no other profession ; 
you shall teach this, or you shall starve.' That is gone, 
and much else is gone. Men are allowed to think and 
speak as they will without being punished by social ostra- 
cism. Truth must stand henceforth by its own strength, 
and what is really incredible will cease to be believed. 
Very much of the change in this happy direction is due to 
Carlyle's influence; in this direction, and perhaps also in 
the other, for every serious man, of every shade of opinion, 
had to thank him for the loud trumpet notes which had 
awakened the age out of its sleep. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

A.D. 1848-9. ^T. 53-54. 

Beyolutions of February in Paris — Thoughts on Democracy — 
London Society — ^Macaulay — Sir Robert Peel — Chartist peti- 
tion, April 10 — ^Articles in the * Examiner * — ^Paris battles in 
the streets — ^Emerson — Visit to Stonehenge — The Beaction 
in Europe — Death of the first Lord Ashburton, and of Charles 
Buller — Mazzini at Bome — King Hudson — Arthur Clough — 
First introduction to Carlyle — ^His appearance. 

One or other of the subjects for a new book on which we 
saw Carlyle to be meditating would probably have been 
now selected, when suddenly, like a bolt out of the sky, 
came the Kevolution of February 24 at Paris. The other 
nations of Europe followed suit, the kings, as Carlyle 
expressed it, ' running about like a gang of coiners when 
the police had come among them.' Ireland blazed out. 
English Chartists talked of ' physical force.' The air 
seemed charged with lightning, threatening the founda- 
tions of modern society. So extraordinary a phenomenon 
surprised Carlyle less than it surprised most of his con- 
temporaries. It confirmed what he had been saying for 
many years. The universal dungheap had caught fire 
again. Imposture was bankrupt once more, and ' Shams ' 
this time, it was to be hoped, would be finished off in 
earnest. He did not believe in immediate convulsion 
in England; but he did believe that, unless England 
took warning and mended her ways, her turn would 
come. 
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JoumaL 

March 4, 1848.— Third French insnrreotion. Lords Philippe 
flung out ; he and his entire pack, with a kind of exquisite ig- 
nominy, 'driving off in a street cab,' the fraternity arriving here 
in slow detail, dribbling in for a week past, all the young men 
without their wives. Louis Philippe himself, the old scoundrel, 
is since Saturday night safe at Glaremont ; came to England in an 
old P-jacket, like King Crispin. 

March 5. — Scheme of volume : Democracy, What one might 
liave to say on it ? (1) Inevitable now in all countries : regarded 
vulgarly as the solution. Reason why it cannot be so ; something 
farther and ultimate. (2) Terrible disadvantage of the Talking 
Necessity ; much to be said here. What this comes from. Prop- 
erly an insincere character of mind. (3) Follows deducible out of 
that ! Howardism, Regard every Abolition Principle man as 
your enemy, ye reformers. Let them insist not that punishment 
be abolished, but that it fall on the right heads. (4) Fictions^ 
under which head come Cants, Phantasms, alas ! Law, Qospel, 
Royalty itself. (5) Labour question. Nece&sity of government. 
Notion of voting to all is delirium. Only the vote of the wise is 
called for, of advantage even to the voter himself. Rapid and in- 
evitable progress of anarchy. Want of bearing rtde in all private 
departments of life. Melancholy remedy : ' Change as often as 
you like.' (6) Though men insincere, not all equally so. A great 
choice. How to know a sincere man. Be sincere yourself. Career 
open to talent. This actually is the conclusion of the whole 
matter. 

Six things. It would make a volume. Shall I begin it ? I am 
sick, lazy and dispirited. 

The state of Europe was too interesting and too obscnre 
to permit composure for writing. For the four montlis 
of that spring, tlie papers each morning announced some 
fresh convulsion, and the coolest thinkers could only look 
on and watch. When the Young Ireland deputation went 
to Paris to ask the Provisional Government to give a lift 
to the Irish Hepnblic, war with France was at one mo- 
ment on the cards. Ledru Rollin and the advanced sec- 
tions, knowing that if peace continued they would have to 
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reckon with the reaction, were inclined to follow the ex- 
ample of 1793, and go in for a republican propagandism. 
Carlyle's general thoughts are expressed in an interesting 
letter to Erskine. 

To Thomas Erskine, Linlathen, 

Chelsea : March 24, 184a 
To US as to you this immense explosion of democracy in France, 
and from end to end of Europe, is very remarkable and full of in- 
terest. Certainly never in our time was there seen such a spec- 
tacle of history as we are now to look at and assist in. I call it 
very joyful ; yet also unutterably sad. Joyful, inasmuch as we are 
taught again that all mortals do long towards justice and veracity ; 
that no strongest chailatan, no cunningest fox of a Louis Philippe, 
with his great Master to help him, can found a habitation upon 
lies, or establish a * throne of iniquity ' — nay, that he cannot even 
attempt such a problem in these times any more ; which we may 
take to be blessed news indeed, in the pass we were come to. 
But, on the other hand, how sad that the news should be so new 
(for that is really the vital point of the mischief) ; that all the 
world, in its protest against False Government, should find no 
remedy but that of rushing into No Government or anarchy (king- 
lessness), which I take this republican universal suffragism to in- 
evitably be. Happily they are not disposed to fight, at least not 
with swords f just yet ; but abundance oi fighting (probably enough 
in all kinds) one does see in store for them ; and long years and 
generations of weltering confusion, miserable to contemplate, be- 
fore anything can be settled again. Hardly since the invasion of 
the wild Teutons and wreck of the old Roman Empire has there 
been so strange a Europe, all turned topsy turvy, as we now see. 
What was at the top has come, or is rapidly coming, to the 
bottom, where indeed, such was its intrinsic quality, it deserved 
this long while past to be. 

All over London people are loud upon the French, Hdtel de 
Ville especially ; censure universal, or light mockery ; no recogni- 
tion among us for what of merit those poor people have in theii* 
strange and perilous position at present. Bight to hurl out Louis 
Philippe, most of us said or thought, but there I think our ap- 
proval ended. The what next upon which the French had been 
thinking, none of our people will seriously ask themselves. I, in 
vain, strive to explain that this of the ' organisation of labour ' is 
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precisely the question of questions for all governments whatsoever; 
that it vitally behoved the poor French Provisional to attempt a 
solution ; that by their present implements and methods it seems 
impossible they should succeed ; but that they, and what is better, 
all governments, must actually make some advance towards suc- 
cess and solve said question more and more, or disappear swiftly 
from the face of the earth without successors nominated. There 
seems to me only that alternative ; and, however it may fare with 
the French, I calculate that we here at home shall profit inexpres- 
sibly by such an example, if we be wise to try the inevitable prob- 
lem while it is yet Ume, In fact, I have a kind of notion to write 
a book about it, I myself ; but I am not yet grown sufficiently 
miserable to set about it straightway. Fraternity, liberty, &c., I 
want to explain, is not the remedy at all ; but true government by 
the wise, true, and noble-minded of the foolish, perverse, and 
dark, with or againM their consent ; which I discern to be the 
eternal law of the world, and a rugged and severe but most blessed 
law, terribly forgotten in the universal twaddle, insincerity, and 
cowardly sloth of these latter times. Peace I peace ! when there 
is no peace ? I have, in fact, a great many things to say, far too 
many ; and my heart is as if half -dead, and has no wish to speak 
any more, but to lie silerUy if so might be, till it sank into the 
Divine silence, and were then at rest. C!ourage, however I 

London parties in an ' era of revolutions ' were excited 
and exciting. The leading men came out with their opin- 
ions with less reserve. Carlyle had frequently met Ma- 
caulay in drawing-rooms; but they had rather avoided 
each other. He had been much struck, many years before, 
with the * Essay on Milton ; ' indeed to the last he always 
spoke respectfully of Macaulay ; but when two men of 
positive temperament hold views diametrically opposite, 
and neither can entertain even a suspicion that the other 
may accidentally be right, conversation between them is 
usually disagreeable. Thus they had not sought for any 
closer acquaintance, and common friends had not tried to 
bring them together. It happened now and then, how 
ever, that they were guests at the same table. 
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Joumai, 

March 14, 1848. — Friday last at Lord Mahon's to breakfast; 
Macaulay, Lord and Lady Ashley there, &c. Niagara of eloquent 
commonplace talk from Macaulay. * Very good-natured man ; ' 
man cased in official mail of proof; stood my impatient fire- 
explosions with much patience, merely hissing a little steam up, 
and continued his Niagara — supply and demand ; power ruinous 
to powerful himself ; impossibility of Government doing more 
than keep the peace ; suicidal distraction of new French republic, 
&c. Essentially irremediable, commonplace nature of the man ; 
all that was in him now gone to the tongue ; a squat, thickset, low- 
browed, short, grizzled little man of fifty. These be thy gods, oh 
Israel 1 Ashley is very straight between the eyes — a bad form of 
physiognomy ; otherwise a stately aristocratic-looking man. 

A far more interesting meeting was with Sir Robert 
Peel, ' one of the few men in England whom Carlyle had 
any curiosity to see.' Peel had known him by siglit since 
the present of ' Cromwell,' and had given him looks of 
recognition when they met in the streets. The Barings 
brought about a personal acquaintance, which increased 
till Peel's death. It began at a dinner at Bath House. 

Journal, 

March 27. — ^Went to the Peel enterprise ; sate next Sir Rob- 
ert — an evening not unpleasant to remember. Peel is a finely- 
made man of strong, not heavy, rather of elegant, stature ; stands 
straight, head slightly thrown back, and eyelids modestly droop- 
ing ; every way mild and gentle, yet with less of that fixed smile 
than the portraits give him. He is towards sixty, and, though not 
broken at all, carries, especially in his complexion, when you are 
near him, marks of that age : clear, strong blue eyes which kindle 
on occasion, voice extremely good, low-toned, something of cooing 
in it, rustic, affectionate, honest, mildly persuasive. Spoke about 
French Revolutions new and old ; well read in all that ; had seen 
General Dumouriez ; reserved seemingly by nature, obtrudes 
nothing of diplomatic reserve. On the contrary, a vein of mild/wn 
in him, real sensibility to the ludicrous, which feature I liked best 
of alL Nothing in that slight inspection seemed to promise better 
VoT. TTT -94 
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in him thmn his langh. ' Milnes OuvrieTf* ' he said to M , with 

an innocent archness, in aUnsion to onr coming leyolntion. ' I 
reserres myself for the toolip ' (for the mitre on the coach panel) ; 
so said a London rioter in the Reform Bill time, when a body of 
the rioters had been set to howl down the Lords in their ooat-of- 
arms coaches. ' Why don't yon shont? * cries one. ' No,' answered 
his neighbour, 'I reserves myself for the toolip.' They say this is 
a common stoiy of Peel's. He told it veiy well, and one likes to 
see the grave politician taking hearty hold of such a thing. Shall 
I see the Premier again ? I consider him by far our first public 
man — which indeed is saying little — and hope that England in 
these frightful times may still get some good of hiuL 

N.B.— This night with Peel was the night in which Beiiin city 
executed its last terrible battle (19th of March to Sunday morning 
the 20th, five o'clock). While we sate there the streets of Berlin 
city were aU blazing with grapeshot and the war of enraged men. 
What is to become of aU that ? I have a book to write about it. 
AlasI 

We hear of a great Chartist petition to be presented by 200,000 
men. People here keep up their old foolish levity in speaking of 
these things ; but considerate persons find them to be very grave ; 
and indeed all, even the laughers, are in considerable secret alamL 

The Chartist petition and the once famous April 10, are 
now all bnt forgotten ; the main points of the Charter 
having become law, witli what advantage to those who 
threatened to fight for them they themselves can best tell. 
The day itself and what happened upon it are described 
by Carlyle in a letter to his wife, who had been carried off 
to Addiseombe again for change of air. He had been 
trying to set some of his thoughts on paper. 

The histoiy of all Europe (he had noted on April 5) is at present 
to me the saddest, though on the whole decisive and universal ex- 
pulsion and ejection of the genus Sham King is less mournful, 
than quiescent composed satisfaction with said accursed genus, 
which used to be, and still is herSy the general law. The future 
for all countries fills me with a kind of horror. I have been scrib- 
bling, sciibble, scribble — alas ! it will be long before that makes 

1 Albert Ouvrier was one of the famous ten members of the Ptovinunal 

Government ut Paris. 
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a book. Persist however. Anthony Sterling has sworn himself in 
as anti-Chartist special constable. All the people are swearing in, 
he says, and in considerable alarm about Monday next and the 
200,000 processioning petitioners. 

To Jane Welsh Carlt/le, at Addiscombe, 

Chelsea : April 10. 1848. 

The demon got me last night, for I conld not sleep. ... I 
nave lived all day without speaking twenty words hitherto, a most 
shivering, dispirited, disgraceful kind of creature, and am more 
like an ancient Egyptian mummy at present than a modem living 
British man. 

How can I tell you of the * Revolution ' in these circumstances ? 
I did go oufc earlier than usual to see it, or at least all buttoned up, 
and decided to walk myself into a glow of heat — ^but — but the 
venomous cold wind began unexpectedly in Cadogan Place to spit 
rain, and I had no umbrella ! At Burlington Arcade things had 
grown so questionable in that respect, I resolved to step in for a 
few minutes, which done I found the rain had commenced pouring, 
and I had nothing for it but to hail a Chelsea omnibus and come 
home again. Judge then whether I can tell you of the ' Revolu- 
tion.' My sole knowledge of it is from my eyes in the above short 
distance, and from a kind of ofGlcial individual, a * Paisley lawyer 
bodie,' to whom I put three words of question and got an answer 
of inordinate length, indeed longer than I would take with the 
rain just beginning to be serious. Know, however, oh Goody f 
there is no revolution nor any like to be for some months or years 
yet ; that the City of London is as safe and quiet as the faim of 
Addiscombe ; and that empty rumours and 150,000 oaths of special 
constables is hitherto the sole amount of this adventure for us. 
Piccadilly itself, however, told us how frightened the people were. 
Directly at Hyde Pai-k Comer one could see that there was some- 
thing in the wind. Wellington had his iron blinds all accurately 
down ; the Green Park was altogether shut, even the footpaths of 
it ; the big gates of Constitution Hill ; and in the inside there 
atood a score of mounted Guardsmen privately drawn up under the 
arch — dreadfully cold, I dare say. For the rest, not a single 
fashionable caniage was on the street ; not a private vehicle, but, 
I think, two surgeons' broughams, all the way to Egyptian Hall ; 
omnibuses running, a few street cabs, and even a mud cart or two; 
nothing else ; the flag pavements also nearly vacant, not a fifth of 
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tbeii* usual population there, and those also of the stiictlj busi- 
ness kind ; not a gentleman to be seen, hardly one or two of the 
sort called genls. * Most mjstems ! ' Happily, however, the 
Paisley body explained it aU to me. A meeting, some kind of 
meeting, had been allowed to take place at Kennington Common ; 
bat Feargns 0*Gonnor had there warned the said meeting that 
thore would and should be no ' procession,' but that everybody, 
under pain of broken crowns, must now make for home in a de- 
tached capacity ; which, said the Paisley body, is at this time 
being peaceably done, and, continued he, the people of these 
streets are all gone to the New Boad to, &c., &c., in hopes of see- 
ing the ' procession ' pass, and there is no ' procession ! ' And 

I started off here waving my adieus, and took shelter in Burling- 
ton Arcade. This is all I know about the No Revolution we have 
just sustained : and so may the Lord put an end to all cruel 
wars ! 

The book that was to be written could not take shape. 
He knew that lie ought to say something, he the author 
of * Chartism,' now that the world was turning upside 
down, and Chartism was actually moving. Foolish peo- 
ple, too, came about him, pressing for his opinions. From 
his account of the reception which he gave them, they 
were not likely to come a second time. 

Aprill3, llp.M. 
Oh, my dear, be sorry for me ! I am nearly out of my wits. 
From three o'clock till now I have been in a tempest of twaddle. 
. . . Just when I was about escaping into sohtude and a walk 

through the lanes, enter D and P . To them R , and 

a violent diatribe extorted from me about Chartisms — a most 
weaiisome, wearing walk and talk. May the devil take that 
wretched mortal who never walks with me but for my sins I . . . 

Ill the evening came in poor E , and shortly after the 'Ape,' 

and they are bat gone this minute. May the devil confound it I 
I feel as if I had got enough for one day. ... No wonder I 
am surly at people. The wonder is rather I do not shoot them. 
You wretched people ! you cannot help me, you can only hinder 
me. Of you I must for ever petition in vain that you would sim- 
ply not mind me at all, but fancy in your hearts I was a gray stone, 
aud so leave me. '^' was in the car aloni? with Fear- 
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gas O'Connor and the other Chartists. Never, he says, in the 
world was there a more total irremediably ludicrous failure than 
that operation ; seldom a viler cowardly scoundrel (according to 

E ) than that same Feargus as E there read him ; and now 

the Moral Force Chartists (Lovett, Cooper, &c.) are to come out 
and — in short, the world, take it how we will, is mad enough. 

K^ot seeing liis way to a book upon Democracy, Carlyle 
wrote a good many newspaper articles this spring ; chiefly 
in the 'Examiner' and the * Spectator,' to deliver his soul. 
Even Fonblanque and Kintoul (the editors), friendly though 
they were to him, could not allow him his full swing. 
' There is no established journal,' he said, ' that can stand 
my articles, no single one they would not blow the bottom 
out of.' More than ever he wished to have some period- 
ical of his own, which would belong to no party, and where 
he could hit out all round. 

We are going to have sore times in this country (he said), and 
the trade of governor will not long be possible as poor Lord John 
and the like of him are used to manage it. Our streets even here 
— ^what I never saw before— are getting encumbered with L-ish 
beggars ; and in the manufacturing districts, as I hear from peo- 
ple on the spot, there hardly ever was greater misery. Something 
does imperatively require to be done, and I want Lord John to 
know that, or go about his business as soon as he can. 

The theory that the title of governments in this world 
is ' the consent of the governed ' will lead by-and-by, if it 
lasts long enough, to very curious conclusions. As a the- 
ory it was held even in 1848 by speculative Liberal think- 
ers ; but the old English temper was still dominant when- 
ever there was necessity for action. Parliament was still 
able and willing to pass a Treason Felony Act through its 
tliree readings in one afternoon, and teach Chartists and 
Irish rebels that these islands were not to be swept into 
the Kevolution. But that spirit, Carlyle saw, must abate 
with the development of Democracy. The will of the 
people, shifting and uncertain as the weather, would make 
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an end of anthoritative action. And yet 8ucli a govern* 
ment as he desired to see could be the product only of 
revolution of another kind. He said often that the So- 
luan Republic was allowed so long a day because on emer- 
gencies the constitution was suspended by a dictatorship. 
Dictatorships might end as they ended at Rome, in be- 
coming perpetual — and to this he would not have objected, 
if the right man could be found ; but he was alone in his 
opinion, and for the time it was useless to speak of such a 
mighty transformation scene. 

The spring wore on, and the early summer came, and 
all eyes were watching, sometimes France and sometimes 
Ireland. Events followed swiftly in Paris. The govern- 
ment fell into the hands of the Party of Order, the mod- 
erate Republicans; and the workmen, who had been 
struggling for the ' organization of labour,' determined to 
fight for it. Out of this came the three ti*emendous days 
of June, the sternest battle ever fought in a modern city. 

To Margaret Carlyle, Scotsbrig, 

Chelsea : July 7, 184a 
Doubtless yon have been readinfi^ of these awful explosions in 
Paris, which interest everybody, and are indeed an alarming symp- 
tom of the misery of this poor time. To us the most interesting 
feature of all this is this General Oavaignac, who has had the com- 
mand in that terrible business. He is the younger brother of the 
Cavaignao we loved much and were very intimate with here, while 
he lived. We often heard of him as a just and valiant and eveiy 
way excellent man, whom his brother much loved ; and, indeed, I 
believe him to be really such ; which kind of character was cer- 
tainly never more wanted than in the place he is now in. Perhaps 
no man -in all the world could have had so cruel a duty laid upon 
him as that of cannonading and suppressing these wretched peo. 
pie, whom, we may say, his father and brother and all his kindred 
had devoted themselves to stirring up ; but he saw it to be a duty, 
and he has bravely done it. I suppose he will get himself killed 
iu tho business one day, and indeed he appears privately to look 
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child but him ; has a strange history, indeed, to look back upon 
from the days of Robespierre all the way. It is very curious to 
me to think how the chiefs of these people, as Armand Marrast, 
GlSment Thoma:j (lat« commander of the National Guards), used 
to sit and smoke a pipe with me in this quiet nook some yeais 
ago ; and now Louis Philippe is out and tkey are in — not for evoi 
either. *The Wheel of Fortune,' as old Aunt Babbie's dream 
said — * the Wheel of Fortune,' * one spake up and the other spake 
down ! ' 

Emerson's curiosity had taken him to Paris in May, to 
see how Progress and Liberty were getting on. He liad 
visited Oxford also, where he had been entertained at 
Oriel by my dear friend, Arthur Clougli. He had break- 
fasted in Common Room, wliere several of lis were struck 
by a likeness in his face to that of one once so familiar in 
the same spot, w4io had passed now into another fold — 
John Henry Newman. Figure and features were botli 
like Newman's. He was like a ghost of Newman born 
into a new element. The Oxford visit over, Emerson 
went back to London to jBnish his lectures. I heard the 
last of them (at the Polytechnic, I think), and there first 
saw Carlyle, whom Clougli pointed out to me. We were 
sitting close behind him, and I had no sight of his face ; 
but I heard his loud, kindly, contemptuous laugh when the 
lecturer ended ; for, indeed, what Emerson said was, in 
Carlyle's words, ' rather moonshiny.' 

He was to sail for Boston in the week following. Be- 
fore he left, he and Carlyle went on a small expedition 
together into Wiltshire, to look at Stonehenge — they two, 
the latest products of modern thought, and Stonehenge, 
the silent monument of an age all trace of which, save that 
one circle of stone, has perished. Emerson has told the 
story of this adventure in his * English Notes.' Carlyle 
mentions it in his Journal, with a few notes on other 
things. 
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July 12, 1848. — ^Weot with Emerson on Ptiday mst io see Stone- 
henge. Saw it in a dim windy evening, very roid, and again on 
the morrow— windy snnny morning ; a guide with us this last 
time. Trilithons of huge dimensions, mostly fallen, mostly, in- 
deed, removed altogether ; circular diteh outside, and huge stone 
sunk on the brow of it, very visible : inside that, remains of four 
circles ; big one lintelled all round, then a lower one some six or 
j'iiie foot from the former — an ellipse, or egg-shaped, this latter 
tuy fiay ; then the biggest of all (separate trilithes) ; lastly, a 
small inmost circle of thin little upright stones, six or seven feet 
higli, granite these last, and from Devonshire or KildarCy the 
others being a hard Wiltshire stone, seemingly bastard limestone. 
Barrows lie dumb all round, the plain itself vacant except of 
sheep, and dumb even as Stone hang itself is. Nobody in the least 
knows what, when, or how it could have been. Sad, not to say 
almost dismal, that night as the angry clouds heaped themselves 
in thf wind : and we, wearied, bent homewards to our fiiRTiin.1 ion, 
whore was tea and not even milk with it, in the ancient town of 
Amesbury, sunk quite silent now, the gi*eat road (Exeter and Lon- 
don) having become a railway and left it. 

Chartist concern, and Irish Repeal concern, and French Republic 
concern have all gone a bad way since the March entry — April 10 
(immortal day already dead), day of Chartist monster petition; 
200,000 special constables swore themselves in, &c., and Chartism 
came to nothing. Eiots since, but the leadei-s all lodged in gaol, 
tried, imprisoned for two years, &c., and so ends Chartism for the 
present. Irish Mitchel, poor fellow ! is now in Bermuda as a felon ; 
letter from him, letter to him, letter to and from Lord Clarendon — 
was really sorry for poor Mitchel. But what help ? French Re- 
public cannonaded by General Cavaignac; a sad outlook there. 
The windbag of Lamartine quite burst in this manner — so many 
windbags still bursting and to burst. Gave Emerson a * "Wood's 
Athonie ; * parted with him in peace. A spiritual son of mine? Yes, 
in a good degree, but gone into philanthropy and other moonshine ; 
for the rest, a dignified, serene, and amiable man of a certain in- 
iliapntable natural faculty, whose friendliness to me in this world 
has been great. 

The snn of freedom which had risen so augustly on 
February 24 liad been swiftly clouded. Carlyle had not 
expected definite good from it, and ought not to have been 
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disappointed ; yet he had not looked for a collapse so swift 
and so complete. He had thought that something would 
have been gained for poor mankind from such a break- 
down of sham governments. Europe had revolted against 
them, but the earthquake, alas ! had been transient. The 
sham powers, temporal and spiritual, had been shaken in 
their seats ; but the shock passed, and they had crept back 
again. Cant, insincerity, imposture, and practical injus- 
tice ruled once more in the name of order. He was not 
entirely cast down. He was still convinced that so wild a 
burst of passion must have meant something, and the 
' something ' in time would be seen ; but the fog had set- 
tled back thick as before, probably for another long interval. 
Before two years were over, France saw Louis Napoleon 
and the Second Empire, with the Catholic Church sup- 
porting. French bayonets again propped up the Pope, 
who, in the strength of them, was to declare himself 
infallible. England rested contented with Laissez-faire 
and the ' Dismal Science.' In Ireland were famine and 
famine-fever ; for remedy an Encumbered Estates Act ; 
whole villages unroofed by fire or crowbar ; two millions 
of the miserable people flying across the Atlantic with 
curses on the Anglo-Saxon in their mouths; the Anglo- 
Saxons themselves blessing Providence for ridding them 
so cheaply of the Irish difficulty. He saw clearly enongh 
that there was no cure here for the diseases of which 
modern society was sick. Behind an order so restored 
could grow only the elements of mischief to come, and he 
was sickened at the self-satisfied complaisance with which 
the upper classes in England and everywhere welcomed 
tlie victory of tlie reaction. The day of reckoning would 
come whether they believed it or not, and the longer judg- 
ment was delayed the heavier it would be. They had 
another chance allowed them, that was all. Nor was he 
alone in such reflections. When the small German poten- 
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tales were restored again, Bnnsen read at his breakfast 
table, in my presence, a letter from Professor Dahlmann, of 
which I remember this one sentence: *The crowned heads 
have again the power in their hands. Let them look how 
they use it, or the next generation will read the fate of 
their dynasties on the tombstones of the last kings.' 

What Carlyle could do or say it was not easy for him 
to decide. No advice of his would find attention in tlie 
existing humour. The turn which things were taking, 
the proved impotence of English Chartism especially, 
seem to justify the impatience with which practical politi- 
cians had hitherto listened to him. It would be a waste 
of words to go on denouncing • shams ' when * shams ' 
everywhere were receiving a new lease of life. He stayed 
in London through the summer, Mrs. Carlyle with him, 
but doing nothing. On August 10 he writes : — 

May I mark this as the nadir of my spiritual course at present ? 
Never till now was I so low — ^utterly dumb this long while, barren, 
undecided, wretched in mind. Mj right hand has altogether lost 
its cunning. Alas ! and I have nothing other wherewith to de- 
fend myself against the world without, and keep it from over- 
whelming me, as it often threatens to do. Many things close at 
liand are other than happy for me just now ; but that is no excuse. 
If my own energy desert me, I am indeed deserted. . . . The 
ni()st popular character a man can have is that which he acquires 
by being offensive to nobody, soft and agreeable to everybody. 
All men will cordially praise him, and even in some measure love 
him if so. A fact worth some reflection : a fact which puts the 
}3opular judgment out of court, in individual moral matters. Peo- 
1)1 e i^raise or blame according as they themselves have fared softly 
or fared hardly in their intercourse with a man. And now who 
are Uhe//'? Cowardly egoists, greedy slaves; servants of the 
Dovil, for most part. Woe unto you if you treat them softly, if 
thei/ fare well with you ! Oliver Cromwell, for doing more of 
God's will than any man, has to lie under the curses of all men for 
200 years. Consider and remember. 

Ill all humours, lijrht or heavy, he could count on the 
unshaken affection of his friends the Barings. A change 
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ih this last year had passed over their worldly situation. 
The old Lord had died iii May, and Mr. Baring was now 
Lord Ashburton. 

He is a very worthy man (Carlyle wrote when the event hap- 
pened), a veiy worthy man, as his father was, and I hope will do 
good in his day and generation, as at least he has a real desire to 
do. He is now immensely rich, bnt having no children, and for 
himself no silly vanity, I believe does not in the least rejoice at 
snch a lot. Poor fellow! He looked miserably ill the day I 
called on him after his return from the sad scene ; and thongh we 
did not speak of that, I found him thin and pale, and the picture 
of a sorrow which well became him. One could not but ask one- 
self again, thinking of 60,000/. a year, ' Alas ! what U the use of 
it?' 

In September there was to be a gr^at gathering of dis- 
tinguished persons at the Grange under its new ownership, 
and the Carlyles, as this year he had not gone to Scotland, 
wore invited for a long autumn visit. He hesitated to 
join the brilliant circle. He had ' proved by experience 
that Marquises and Ministers did not differ from little 
people, except in the clothing and mounting.' He went, 
however, and his wife went with him. As usual, he kept 
his mother well informed of his condition. 

To Margaret Carlyle, Scotshrig. 

The Grange : September 8, 1848. 
The first night I did not sleep. It was a strange thing to lie 
thinking of you all in the deep night here, and have Scotsbrig and 
the ever dear ones there all present in a place so foreign to them. 
Last night, however, I made a fair sleep, and to-day feel wonder- 
fully well. I look out of my two big windows here (which are 
generally flung up) northward into deep masses of wood with 
avenues and greensward, all in beautifxd sunshine and solitude; 
and silent, except for the twittering of some birds, and, occasion- 
ally, the caw of some distant rooks not yet quite fallen dumb. I 
could sit whole hours, if they would let me alone, and converse 
only with my own confused thoughts, and try to let them settle a 
little within me. . . . Charles Buller is here — a very cheerful 
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nuui to have beside one. The Lady's mother (the widow Lady 
Sandwich) is the only woman visitor except Jane. Lady Sandwich 
used to live always in Paris, till she was driven home by the late 
revolution; a brisk, talking, friendly, and rather entertaining 
character ; has been veiy beantif nl at one time. She has no other 
daughters left but this, and no son but one ; plenty of money, and 
fair health ; but, alas I Nothing to do. That is not a very easy life 
after all. For the present, too, we have a store of other Lords — 
Lansdowne, Auckland, Granville, with one or two ofScial com- 
moners. Alas I as Stephenson the engineer said, and as I often say, 
* if it were not for the clothes, there would be little difference.' 
To say truth, I wish we were well home again ; and yet I suppose 
it is useful to come abroad into such foreign circles now and then. 
Persons so very kind to us are not lightly to be refused. 

To his brother he wrote also. 

To John Carfyle, 

The Grange : September 11, 184a 
As for one's life in this grand mansion, it is one of total idleness, 
and has in it scarcely anything one can call an event, even for a 
penny letter. It is a sumptuous elaborate representation, which 
has to be transacted seemingly for its own sake : no result attained 
by it, or hardly any, except the representation itself. To one like 
me, it would be frightful to live on such terms. We rise about 
eight. A valet, who waits here, is charged not to disturb me till 
half-past eight ; but he comes whenever I ring, and that is almost 
always before the ultimate limit of time. Shaving, bathing, dress- 
ing, all deliberately done, last three-quarters of an hour. I have 
an excellent and airy room, tioo rooms, if I needed, with three win- 
dows looking out into the woods and lawns, which are very pretty ; 
a large old-fashioned bed with curtains, which latter is a rare bless- 
ing ; and a degree of quietness which cannot be surpassed. Were 
it not for the unwholesome diet, which I try to mend and manage, 
one might sleep to perfection here. Sleep, in fact, is one's best 
employment at present. Before nine we are out, most of us, I 
eastward into a big portico that looks over lake and hillside to 
wards the rising sun, where among the bushes I have a pipe lodged, 
which I light and smoke, sauntering up and down, joined by Jane 
if she can manage it, much to my satisfaction. Jane lodges some 
doors from me, also in two pretty rooms. Breakfast is at half-past 
nine, where are infinite flunkeys, cates, condiments— very super- 
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fluous to me, with mnch * making of wits/ and not always a very 
great allowance of grave reason. That ends in about an hour. 
From that till two, I continue trying to keep private to my own 
room, but do not always succeed. To go down into the drawing- 
room is to get into the general whirl. After luncheon, all go for 
exercise, the women to drive, the men to ride. 

The tide of guests ebbed and flowed and ebbed again ; 
occasionally even the host and hostess were absent for a 
day or two, and the Carlyles were left alone 4n the vast 
establishment,' as ' in some Hall of the Past,' with horses, 
carriages, and all at their disposal. * Strange quarters for 
the like of them ! ' he observed. He would not waste his 

« 

time entirely, and used it to study the habits of the Hamp- 
shire peasantry, to amuse his mother with an account of 

them. 

To Margaret Carlyle, Scotsbrig. 

The Grange : September 29, 1848. 
The people here seem to me much less hardworked than in the 
North. They are very ill off, I believe, if their landlords did not 
help them ; but seem to require much more to make them well off 
than Scotch people do. Their cottages are mostly very clean, with 
trees about them, flower-bushes into the very windows, and a 
trim road, paved with bricks, leading out from them to the public 
way. The ploughmen, or farm servants generally, go about girt 
in buckskin leggings from toe to midthigh, * gey firm about the 
feet ; ' rags are seen nowhere ; nor, I suppose, does want anywhere 
do other than come upon the parish and have itself supplied. The 
gentry, I imagine, take a great deal more pains with theu' depend- 
ents than ours do. For the rest, the tillage is all more or less 
sluttish, thistles abounding, turnips sown broadcast, bad fences, 
abundance of waste ground, and, in particular, such a quantity of 
roads and foot and bridle paths as fills a Scotchman with astonish- 
ment. I do beUeve there is something like ten times as mucb 
ground occupied that way as there is with us. Nay, it seems vir- 
tually the rule, which I now act upon like the others, that you can 
ride in any direction whatsoever at your own pleasure, and nobody 
dreams of finding fault with you. There are walks and rides, 
green and red, I think twenty miles long, in the park, and solitary 
as if you were in the heart of America. 
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The motive which tempted Carlyle to linger so long in 
these scenes and return so often to them, is not very easy 
to find. It was certainly not the honour of the thing. 
He had a genuine regard for the Barings, and was in- 
debted to them for a good deal of kindness ; but neither 
regard nor gratitude required so constant a sacrifice. It 
was not pleasure, as is shown by the notes which were en- 
tered in his Journal. 

October 16. — ^Betumed Thnrsdaj gone a week from a long visit 
(five weeks all bnt a day) to the Grange. Plenty of high company 
there, coming and going ; friendliness of all and sundry to ns ex- 
treme. Feelings, nevertheless, -altogether nnfortnnate, generally 
painful, and requiring to be kept silent. Idle I throughout as a 
dry bone ; never spent five lonelier, idler weeks. If not in their 
loneliness, there was no good in them at all. But it was notable 
what strange old reminiscences and secret elegiac thoughts of vari- 
ous kinds went on within me ; wild and wondrous ; from my ear- 
liest days even till then, in that new foreign element I had got 
into. Nor is there any work yet. Ah ! no ! none ! What will be- 
come of me? I am growing old; I am grown old. My next 
book must be that of an old man, and I am not yet got into that 
dialect. Again and again I ask myself : Wilt thou never work 
more then ? and the answer is a mere groan of misery, and also 
of cowardliness and laziness. Heaven help me ! But how can it 
when I do not help myself ? 

He was trying to write something. He says in a letter 
at this time ' that he was doing a little every day, though 
to small purpose.' In the way of visible occupation I find 
only that he was reading Ficlite, with small satisfaction, 
the ' Ich ' and ' Nicht Ich ' ' proving shadowy concerns.' 
Jolm Carlyle amused him with a story of his mother^ 
whose mode of treating impertinence seems to have been 
not unlike her son's. 

Jack made us merry last night (he wrote to her in November) 
with that flat-soled hero -worshipper and your reception of him. 
• The mother of Thomas Caiiyle ? ' * Yes. ' * Bom where ? ' * Ec- 
clefechan.' He said no fastidious duchess could have done the 
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poor blockhead better than you by the simple force of nature and 
practical desire to get rid of idle babble. Such people often 
enough come staggering about in here, and require to be managed 
in somewhat the same way. 

Charles Buller had been at the party at the Grange, 
brilliant as usual. In this winter he suddenly died through 
the blundering of an unskilful surgeon. Buller was one 
of the few real friends that Carlyle had left in the world, 
and was cut off in tin's sudden way just when the highest 
political distinctions were coming within his reach. His 
witty humour liad for a time made liis prospects doubtful. 
The House of ConiTnons likes to be amn^od, but does not 
raise its jesters into Cabinets. Buller said he owed his 
success to Peel. He had been going on in his usual way 
one night when Peel said, 'If the honourable member for 
Liskeard will cease for a moment from making a buffoon 
of himself, I will, &c.' For these sharp words Buller was 
for ever grateful to Peel. He achieved afterwards the 
highest kind of Parliamentary reputation. A great career 
had opened before him, and now it was ended. Carlyle 
felt his loss deeply. He wrote a most beautiful elegy, 
which was published in the ' Examiner ' in time for Bul- 
ler*s poor mother to read it. Then she died, too, of pure 
grief. Her husband had gone before, and the family with 
whom Carlyle had once been so intimately connected came 
to an end together. It was a sad season altogether. 

Journal, 

December 14, 1848. — Surely a time will come for me once more I 
I understand this long while what the old romancers meant by a 
knight being enchanted. That is precisely my own condition — 
unable to stir myself, writhing with hand and foot glued together, 
under a load of contemptible miseries. Often, very often, I think, 
* Would the human species universally be but so kind as to leave 
me altogether alone I * I mean to hurt nobody, I ; and the hurt 
that others (involimtarily for most part) do me is incalculable. But 
these are shallow impatiences. The thought is froward and nn- 
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just The good soals that still love me, even while thej hurt and 
distress me, can I wish them deliberately away from me ? No, 
never I The fault, I discern, always will at length be found mj 
own. 

In certain conditions of bodily health the daintiest food 
is nauseous. It is the same, or nearly so, with the mind ; 
and this perhaps may explain the impatient passage which 
follows. Yet lie must have read again what he had writ- 
ten, and had not erased the words, which must be sup- 
posed therefore to represent liis real opinion. 

December 29, 1848. — It seems as if all things were combining 
against me to hinder any book or free deliverance of myself I 
might have in view at present. We shall see. Milnes has written 
this year a book on Keats. This remark to make on it : 'An at- 
tempt to make us eat dead dog by exquisite currying and cooking.* 
Won't eat it. A truly xmwise Httle book. The kind of man that 
Koats was gets ever more horrible to me. Force of hunger for 
pleasure of every kind, and want of all other force — that is a com- 
bination I Such a structure of soul, it would once have been very 
evident, was a chosen * Vessel of Hell ; ' and truly, for ever there is 
justice in that feeling. At present we try to love and pity, and 
even worship, such a soul, and find the task rather easy, in our 
own souls there being enough of similarity. Away with it ! There 
is perhaps no clearer evidence of our universal immrn'olity and 
cowardly uutruth than even in such sympathies. 

The winter went by with no work accomplished or be- 
gan, beyond the revising ' Cromwell ' for a third edition, 
as it was still selling rapidly. * I find the book is well 
liked,' he could say, ' and silently making its way into the 
heart of the country, which is a result I am very thankful 
for.' 

The book had been too well liked, indeed ; for it had 
created a set of enthusiastic admirers who wanted now to 
have a statue of the great Protector, or, at least, some pub- 
lic memorial of him. Carlyle was of Gate's opinion in that 
matter. He preferred that men should rather ask where 
Oliver's statue was than see it as one of the anomalous 
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images which are scattered over the metropolis. He was 
asked to give his sanction. 

The people (he wrote to his mother) having subscribed 25,000/. 
for a memorial to an ugly bullock of a Hudson, who did not even 
pretend to have any merit except that of being suddenly rich, and 
who is now discovered to be little other than at heart a horse- 
coper and dishonest fellow, I think they ought to leave Cromwell 
alone of their memorials, and try to honour him in some more 
profitable way — ^by learning to be honest men like him, for ex- 
ample. But we shall see what comes of all this Cromwell work — 
a thing not without value either. 

When he was least occupied his Notebook is fullest, 
throwing light into the inmost parts of him. 

Journal, 

April 26, 1849. — ^Little done hitherto — nothing definite done at 
all. What other book will follow ? That is ever the question, 
and hitherto the unanswered one. Silent hitherto, not from hav- 
ing nothing to say, but from having all — a whole world to say at 
once. I am weak too — forlorn, bewildered, and nigh lost — too 
weak for my place, I too. Article in the * Spectator * about Peel 
and Ireland; very cruel upon Russell, commanding him to get 
about his business for ever. Was written very ill, but really to 
satisfy my conscience in some measui'e. . . . My voice sounds 
to me like a One Voice in the world, too frightful to me, with a 
heart so sick and a head growing grey ! I say often Was ikufs ? 
Be silent then I all which I know is very weak. Louis Blanc was 
twice here — a pretty little miniature of a man, well shaped, long 
black head, brown skin ; every way French aspect : quick, twink- 
ling, earnest black eyes ; a smallish, melodious voice, which 
rather quavers in its tones ; free, lively, ingenious utterance, full 
of friendliness, transparency, logical definiteness, and seeming 
good faith ; not much vanity either ; a good little creature, to 
whom, deeply as I dissented from him, I could not help wishing 
heartily well. * Literary world ' (bless the mark !) much occupied 
of late with * Macaulay*s History,' the most popular history book 
ever written. Fourth edition already, within, perhaps, four 
months. Book to which four hundred editions could not lend any 
permanent value, there being no depth of sense in it at all, and a 
Vol. m.— 25 
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yeij greftt qoantdtj of ifaeiorical wind and other tempoirBiy ingredi- 
ents, which are the leverae of sense. 

Pio Nono was not jet upon his throne again. Borne 
was held by the Triumvirs — Mazziui in brief triamph, and 
unable to believe that the glories of 1848 were absolntelj 
to disappear. In Home and Uungarj the revolution was 
still sti*nggling, though to most eyes the inevitable end 
had long been apparent. Carljle had loved Mazzini well, 
but had never believed in him. Ue was now watching his 
fortunes with anxious intei*est. His mother, he knew, 
would be pleased to hear of anj brave man in death- 
grapple with the old Antichrists 

To Margaret Cktrh/le, Scotsbrig. 

Chebea : May, 18^. 
Yesterday there came a certain Italian political character, one 
Marioni, who has come hither from Bome to negotiate about the 
poor Roman Republic and its many tronbles. MaKzini had given 
him a card for Jane. I talked a long time with him ; found him a 
rational, sincere-looking man. All people, he says, are clear 
against readmitting the Pope to temporal mle at Rome, and will 
fight violently before they be constrained to it. Nobody knows 
which way the French and others will settle that beggarly bank- 
ruptcy of impotence. To settle it well will exceed the power of all 
of them united, I believe. May.zini, an old friend of ours, and 
one of the most zealous, pious-minded men I know, is one of the 
three Kings of Rome just now, and I suppose is the most resolute 
of them aU. He lives in the Pope's palace at present. The other 
day he was in a poor house somewhere here, which seems a change 
when one reflects on it. Louis Napoleon, too, I have often seen 
in these streets driving his cabriolet ; once I dined where he was, 
and talked a good deal to him — ^no great promotion for a man at 
that time. Alas ! it is conjectured, too, that such a time may very 
easily return ; that Louis Napoleon is very likely to drive cabrio- 
lets here again, poor fellow ! The world is grown a much madder 
place than it ever was before. In fact, ruin has come upon all 
manner of supremely deceptive persons. The day of trouble for 
Hupreme quacks everywhere has arrived ; for which should we not 
all thank the Righteous Judge ? 
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Journal, 

May 17, 1849. — Mazzini busy at Borne resisting the French, re* 
sisting all people that attack his ' Eepubblica Bomana/ standing 
on his guard against all the world. Poor Mazzini I If he could 
stand there in Borne, in sight of all Italy, and practically defy the 
whole world for a while, and fight till Borne was ashes and ruin, 
and end by blowing himself and his assailants up in the last strong 
post, and so yielding only with life, he might rouse the whole 
Italian nation into such a rage as it has not known for many cen- 
turies ; and this might be the means of shaking out of the Italian 
mind a very foul precipitate indeed. Perhaps that is really what 
he was worth in this world. Strange, providential-looking, and 
leading to many thoughts — ^how, of all the immense nonsense that 
lay in this brave man, the one element of noble perennial truth 
that pervaded him wholly withal is at length laid hold of by the 
upper powers of this universe, and turned to the use that was in it. 
Whatsoever good we have, the gods know it well, and will know 
what to make of it in due season. Mazzini came much about us 
here for many years, patronised by my wife ; to me very weari- 
some, with his incoherent Jacobinisms, George-Sandisms, in spite 
of all my love and regard for him ; a beautiful little man, full of 
sensibilities, of melodies, of clear intelligence, and noble virtues. 
He had found Volney, &c., in a drawer in his father's library while 
a boy, and had read and read, recognising a whole new promised 
land illuminated with suns and volcanoes. Father was a physician 
in Genoa. He, forced to be a lawyer, turned himself into Young 
Italy, and, after many sad adventures, is iliere. What wkU become 
of him ? we ask daily with a real interest. A small, square-headed, 
bright-eyed, swift, yet still, Ligurian figure ; beautiful, and mer- 
ciful, and fierce ; as pretty a little man when I first saw him, eight 
or nine years ago, as had ever come before me. True as steel, the 
word the thought of him pure and limpid as water ; by nature a 
little lyrical poet ; plenty of quiet fun in him, too, and wild emo- 
tion, rising to the shrill key, with all that lies between these two 
extremes. His trade, however, was not to write verses. Shall we 
ever see him more ? 

Under the same date in the Journal also is a notice of a 
contrasting figure — one of whom, as long as he had been 
successful, the English world had thought as well as it 
had thought ill of poor Mazzini. 
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King Hudson flung utterly prostrate, detected * cooking ao 
counts ; ' everybody kicking him through the mire. To me and 
to quiet onlookers he has not changed at alL He is merely de- 
tected to me what we always understood he was. The rage of fel- 
low-gamblers, now when he has merely lost the game for them, 
and ceased to swindle with impunity, seems to us a very baseless 
thing. One sordid, hungiy canaille are they alL Why should this, 
the chief terrier among them, be set upon by all the dog frater- 
nity ? One feels a real human pity for the ugly Hudson. T. Sped- 
ding the other night was describing to us the late figure of H*s 
private life, as S. himself and others had observed it. Over- 
whelmed with business, yet superadding to it ostentatious and 
high-flown amusements, balls at great country houses fifty miles 
off, &c., &c. With early morning he was gone from Newby Park, 
and his guests off by expi^ess trains over all the island ; returned 
weary on the edge of dinner, then first met his guests, drank 
largely of champagne, with other wines; 'ate nothing at all, 
hardly an ounce of solid food ; ' then tumbled into bed, worn out 
with business and madness. That was the late daily history of the 
man. Oh, Mammon ! art thou not a hard god ? It is now doubt- 
ful whether poor Hudson will even have any money left. Perhaps 
that would be a real benefit to him. His brother-in-law has 
drowned himself at York. What a world this ever is ! full of Ne- 
mesis, ruled by the Supernal, rebelled in by the Infernal, with 
prophetic tragedies as of old. Murderer Rush, Jenny's natural 
brother I To pious men, he too might have seemed one of the 
fated. No son of Atreus had more authentically a doom of the 
gods. The old laws are still alive. Even railway scrip is subject 
to them. 

Ireland, of all the topics on which he had meditated 
writing, remained painfully fascinating. He had looked 
at the beggarly scene, he liad seen the blighted fields, the 
i*a2:ged misery of the wretched race who were sufFering for 
others' sins as well as for their own. Since that brief visit 
of his the famine had been followed by the famine-fever, 
and the flight of millions from a land which was smitten 
with a curse. Those ardent young men with whom he 
had dined at Dundrum were working as felons in the docks 
at Bermuda. Gavan Duffy, after a near escape from th«» 
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same fate, had been a guest in Cheyne Row ; and the 
story which he had to tell of cabins torn down by crow- 
bars, and shivering families, turned out of their miserable 
homes, dying in the ditches by the roadside, had touched 
Carlyle to the very heart. He was furious at the econom- 
ical commonplaces with wliich England was consoling 
itself. He regarded Ireland as ' the breaking-point of the 
huge suppuration which all British and all European 
society then was.' He determined to see it again, look at 
it further and more fully, ' that ragged body of a diseased 
soul,' and then write something about it which might move 
his country into a better sense of its obligations. So earn- 
est he was that he struggled seriously to find some plainer 
form of speech, better suited to the world's comprehen- 
sion, which they might read, not to wonder at, but to take 
to their hearts for practical guidance. 

Often in my sleep (he says) I have made long passages aUd 
screeds of composition in the most excellent approved common- 
place style. I wish I could do it awake ; I could then write many 
things — fill all newspapers with my writing. The dream seems to 
say the talent is in me, as I suppose it sure enough to be ; but the 
knack is wanting, and will perhaps for ever be. All talents, spe- 
cific aptitudes of a handicraft — nay, worse, all outlines of learning 
(so caUed), which I once had are gradually melting into the vague, 
and threatening to leave me — a wild sea surely, and a lonesome 
voyage sorely I *ware ahead I 

To Margaret Carlyle^ Scotshrig. 

Chelsea : May 26, 18491 
We have beautiful warm weather now ; we are tolerably well in 
health, too, all of us. Both Jane and I go grumbling on as usual, 
not worse than usuaL I am thinking rather seriously of getting 
out into the country as soon as the weather grows too hot. A 
tour of a week or two in Ireland has often been in my head of late ; 
some kind of tour which would take me away from the noise of 
this Babylon while the pavements are so hot and so crowded. 
. . . I do not expect to find much new knowledge in Ireland 
if I go ; but much that I have lying in me to say might i)erhap6 
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get nearer to some way of ntteranoe if I were looking face to &ee 
npon the rain and wretchedness that is prevalent there ; for that 
seems to me the spot in onr dominions where the bottomless gttf 
has broken oat, and all the lies and delnsions that lie hidden and 
open in as have come to this definite and practical issne thera 
' They that sow the wind, they shall reap tiie whirlwind ; ' that 
was from of old the law. 



It was wliile Carlyle was preparing for this Irish tonr 
that I myself became first personally acquainted with him. 
He had heard of me from Arthm* Clough, who left Oxford 
when I left it. We had felt, both of us, that, thinking as 
we did, we were out of place in an Article-signing Uni- 
versity, and we had resigned our Fellowships. Of Clough 
Carlyle had formed the very highest opinion, as no one 
who knew him could fail to do. His pure beautiful char- 
acter, his genial humour, his perfect truthfulness, alike of 
heart and intellect — an integrity which had led him to 
sacrifice a distinguished position and brilliant prospects, 
and had brought him to London to gather a living as he 
could from under the hoofs of the horses in the streets — 
these together had recommended Clough to Carlyle as a 
diamond sifted out of the general rubbish-heap. Of me, 
with good reason, he was inclined to think far less favour* 
ably. I had written something, not wisely, in which 
heterodoxy was flavoured with the sentiTnentalism which 
he so intensely detested. He had said of me that I ought 
to burn my own smoke, and not trouble other people's 
nostrils with it. Nevertheless, he was willing to see what 
I was like. James Spedding took me down to Cheyne 
Row one evening in the middle of June. We found him 
sitting after dinner, with his pipe, in the small flagged 
court between the house and the garden. He was study- 
ing without much satisfaction the Life of St. Patrick by 
Jocelyn of Ferns in the ' Acta Sanctorum.' He was try- 
ing to form a notion of what Ireland had been like before 
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Danes or Saxons had meddled with it, when it was said to 
have been the chosen home of learning and piety, and had 
sent out missionaries to convert Northern Europe. His 
author was not assisting him. The life of St. Patrick as 
given by Jocelyn is as much a biography of a real man as 
the story of Jack the Giant-killer. When we arrived 
Carlyle had just been reading how an Irish marauder had 
stolen a goat and eaten it, and the Saint had convicted 
him by making the goat bleat in his stomach. He spoke 
of it with rough disgust ; and then we talked of Ireland 
generally, of which I had some local knowledge. 

He was then fifty-four years old ; tall (about five feet 
eleven), thin, but at that time upright, with no signs of 
the later stoop. His body was angular, his face beardless, 
such as it is represented in Woolner's medallion, which is 
by far the best likeness of him in the days of his strength. 
His head was extremely long, with the chin thrust for- 
ward ; the neck was thin ; the mouth firmly closed, the 
under lip slightly projecting ; the hair grizzled and thick 
and bushy. His eyes, which grew lighter with age, were 
then of a deep violet, with fire burning at the bottom of 
them, which flashed out at the least excitement. The 
face was altogether more striking, most impressive every 
way. And I did not admire him the less because he 
treated me — I cannot say unkindly, but shortly and sternly. 
I saw then what I saw ever after — that no one need look 
for conventional politeness from Carlyle — he would hear 
the exact truth from him, and nothing else. 

We went afterwards into the dining-room, where Mrs. 
Carlyle gave us tea. Her features were not regular, but 
I thought I had never seen a more interesting-looking 
woman. Her hair was raven black, her eyes dark, soft, 
sad, with dangerous light in them. Carlyle's talk was 
rich, full, and scornful; hers delicately mocking. She 
was fond of Spedding, and kept up a quick, sparkling con< 
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vereation with liim, telling stories at her husband's ex 
pense, at which he laughed himself as heartily as we did. 
It struck rae then, and I found always afterwards, that 
false sentiment, insincerity, cant of any kind would find 
no quarter, either from wife or husband; and that one 
must speak truth only, and, if possible, think truth only, 
if one wished to be admitted into that house on terms of 
friendship. They told me that I might come again. I 
did not then live in London, and had few opportunities ; 
but if the chance offered, I never missed it. 
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